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Everything was wrong, It was all wrong and Lars knew that it was, even in his drunken haze. Too hot, too dark, 
and much too close. He was stuck on James’ clammy skin and he kept watching the other boy, wishing for him 
to just look back, but James wouldn't look. He was staring at the ceiling, looking at everything, anything other 
than Lars' eyes. Lars’ fingers traced across James’ broad chest, but James seemed not to notice; he didn't 


seem to notice that Lars was there at all. 


The heat was the worst part. James was just so warm, and that was always an appealing quality before. But 
when he was stuck to James like this, in his bed, in the dark, everything about it was bad. James had always 
watched Lars; the two of them were looking at each other constantly, they had been since they met just over 


a year ago. But now, James wouldn't look at all. 


"James?" Lars whispered. His voice felt too loud in the quiet room, containing only the sound of James’ soft 


breath to contrast it. James didn't answer, so he repeated the name he so loved to say. "James." He was more 
demanding this time. 


A quiet sigh exited his mouth and he shifted a little. He was no longer facing Lars, favoring the wall instead. 
"What," James said, but it sounded uninterested. He smelled very strongly of sweat and alcohol, which reminded 


Lars that they were both extremely drunk. He didn't care enough to stop. 


"James, | think | like you," Lars breathed. He knew it was a stretch, but alcohol and adrenaline were a deadly 


mix that created courage in him, and he knew he meant it. 


Another shift. James was sitting up, looking at him, finally. "You what? Of course you like me, we're friends," he 
replied. He looked slightly puzzled. 


Lars shook his head. "Not as friends. As more than friends. | really like you," he said. He tried a smile, but a 
cold feeling began to build in his stomach when the expression was not returned, James had always easily 
returned a smile, and it was a beautiful thing to witness every time. That wide grin started at his mouth and 
spread easily to those sky blue eyes that Lars so adored, making him melt inside. But now, his face was 


expressionless. His eyes were dull and his mouth stayed set in a thin line, yet his gaze didn't waver. 


"No, you don't," he replied finally. It was so matter-of-fact that Lars didn't even question it. "You're just really 
drunk. So am |. And we fucked. So now its over, and we can forget about it and move on, alright?" Sleep was 


heavy in James' voice and it sounded very final. 


‘Oh. Um, okay." Lars' voice was tiny, which was rare for him. James gave a satisfied nod before rolling over 
and falling asleep, happy to forget about everything that had just occurred. Lars wished he could be that 
lucky, but this boy who he had started calling his best friend was quickly making him lovesick for the first 


time in his life. 


Lars hadn't really expected a response to his desperate ad in the paper for a guitarist for a band he wanted 
to start. Lacking any other members and any resources, he assumed that pretty much anyone would pass. But 
not this guy, James. He was still interested. 


His voice was deep over the phore, yet still distinctly teenaged and very uncertain. "Yeah, I'm calling about the 
ad you put in the paper. For a, uh, guitarist," he had said. And so Lars invited him over to jam, barely thinking 
about the fact that he had practically no idea what to do behind a drumkit. 


The guy showed up and looked nothing at all like what Lars expected. The very first thing he noticed was that 
he was very tall, over a head taller than Lars, and skinny. The next thing he noticed was the wavy blonde mane 
he sported, stopping just below his shoulders. The third thing he noticed, after his super badass Black Sabbath 
t-shirt, of course, was the fact that he hadn't looked at Lars even once, instead facing the floor. 


‘I'm Lars, nice to meet you. I'm really new to the area. Thanks a lot for answering that ad. | really didn't think 


anyone would," he said with a laugh. 


"Uh, hey. I'm James," the kid mumbled, even after Lars' very friendly greeting. He seemed to be studying his 
shoes. Lars brushed it off and led him to the basement that contained his drums and all of his cassettes and 


records. 


It was the posters that seemed to bring James out of his shell. "Whoa, you're into Motorhead?" he asked. He 
set down his guitar case and looked around the room at the various posters Lars had taped up on the white 


cement walls. 


Lars smiled proudly. "Yup. All kinds of metal. | like your shirt, by the way," he commented, earning a smile from 
James, who replied with a small ‘thank you: After the simple, yet successful icebreaker, Lars invited James to 
look through his tape collection The other boy eagerly agreed, and Lars got a little more excited each time 


James marveled over one of the cooler ones. 


After nearly a half hour spent cross-legged on the floor going through Lars's fairly extensive collection, James 
suggested that they jam. It didn't take Lars long to realize that the shy blonde boy was really a monster on 
guitar. This same fact also helped him come to the conclusion that his drumming skills were worse than he'd 
thought. He found himself struggling to keep James’ pace and intensity, but this didn't make it any less fun. The 


smile on Lars' face never left, and each time he caught James’ eye, a smile was returned. 


And from that first smile, a best friendship was born. The pair had been inseparable since then. Even as they 
shifted lineups, eventually settling on Dave and Cliff to complete their band, which was now Metallica, it was 
always James and Lars or Lars and James, attached at the hip and impossible to keep apart. As far as Lars 


was concerned, it would always be that way, and it was perfect to him. 


James lay still in bed as he feigned sleep. One thought played through his mind over and over, even though a 
million other things were also racing through his head. ‘What the fuck?! his brain repeated, like a brand new 
mantra. It was stuck in there like the taste of Lars' skin and the sound of his own name from Lars' mouth, 


more like a moan than a real word. 


He was drunk. So fucking drunk, and that was an excuse, right? No, of course not. But he had been hoping that 
Lars wasn't going to say anything about it and they would just pretend it didn't happen. But that was not Lars' 
style. The fucker had to go and say he felt something, of course. 


If only the fucking sap hadn't brought it up, James wouldn't have had to acknowledge that he felt the same 
feelings. But in the end, he still found a way to avoid it. All he had to do was play the drunk, sleepy idiot and 


act like he didn't remember a thing in the morning, even though he would actually remember everything. 


James’ cruel response to that confession Lars gave had nothing to do with how he truly felt. In fact, James 


had been feeling the same way for quite a while. The only problem was that it was his best friend. And his 


best friend was a guy. 


‘Hell and damnation’ pounded through his skull as the other boy slept at his side. Some things about that 
Christian Scientist raising would always stick, even when he was far from holy anymore. Drinking was one thing, 
swearing another, but sleeping with another guy? That seemed to be too much. And yet, here he was, losing 
his virginity not to a girl, but to a guy. He wondered what his parents would think now. Not that it particularly 
mattered anyway, the two of them had both left him in some way or another. 


And that was the second problem. How was James to know that Lars wouldn't leave him hanging like so many 
other people? Vulnerability never had been his thing, and it hadn't gone well for him in the past. So how could 
he just trust this guy he had met only a little more than a year ago? Calling him a friend was one thing, and a 
best friend a little bit more, but admitting to loving someone seemed like a lot to James, who had never gotten 
more than a peck on the lips from a girl. Although when he thought about it, what did kissing or sex have to 
do with love? He'd been feeling strange things for the sleeping boy on his right for well over six months now, 
and these things both scared and amazed him. When they belonged only to him, where he could keep them 
locked up, it was fine. But when Lars expressed the same feelings, James felt as though he no longer had 


control, which was not something that he would allow to continue. 


No, instead he told Lars that his feelings were wrong; he told him they would forget in the morning and that 
this meant nothing. 


James knew that he was lying to himself as soon as he had said it. He wouldn't forget and he most definitely 
had feelings for Lars, feelings that weren't fueled by alcohol and lust. It was a mixture of guilt and regret that 
caused James to hold onto his consciousness for a few extra hours, as well as the contentment of feeling 


Lars' tiny body pressed against his own. He envied the deep sleep that the other was in 


James, however, didn't realize that Lars was just as wide awake as he was. Both envied the other's 
contentment with the situation without realizing how wrong they were to be jealous; both believing the other 
was fine, even though he was rot. So they stayed that way all night, tangled together but not sleeping, happy 
with the company but disheartened by its inevitable end. 


"What the fuck, Ulrich? That's James’ room, last | recalled," Dave said from the little kitchen. That signature 
sneer was plastered onto the redhead's face, and Lars wanted so badly just to slap it right off of him. The 
pounding headache of his hangover and incredibly sore back caused him to refrain from making any moves, 
which was good, because Dave could take him easily in a fight, whether he was sober, drunk, or hungover. He 


instead only shot a deadly look, but Dave was unfazed by it. 


Lars was carefully shutting James' bedroom door behind him, to ensure that he wouldn't wake up. "We fell 
asleep finishing up some songs last night. It isn't your business anyway, though," he mumbled irritably. His 
stomach was already starting to feel fucked up and he knew that sitting on the couch wouldn't last long; he 


would soon be kneeling before the toilet, that porcelain throne which alcohol reigned over, controlling him after 


every night spent drinking. 


Somehow, the aroma of bacon and eggs made him both more nauseous and hungry at the same time. He made 
a beeline for the bathroom, but not before Dave could say, " I'll have some food for you when you're done in 
there." Lars was sometimes surprised at his kindness, but thoughts of Dave were replaced as he began 


retching into the toilet. 

It felt like hours had passed, sitting on the slightly sticky bathroom floor (living with three other guys who 
were hardly even adults didn't mean a clean house). Lars hated hangovers, and was already making the 
meaningless promise to himself that he would never drink like that again. When he leaned over the toilet for 


the third time, he felt his stringy hair being pulled away from his face for him. 


"That's rough, squirt," said James' raspy morning voice. He felt the floor move a little when James sat next to 
him, and Lars could see tufts of his blonde hair sticking out in his peripheral vision 


When his stomach finally gave him enough grace to turn and look at James for a minute, Lars saw an 


apologetic look on his face. "I drank a lot, yeah. Thanks for, uh, holding my hair," Lars replied. 


"You're welcome." Tension hung thick and heavy in the air, but no one was going to break it. The two just looked 


at each other for a moment. 


With a somewhat calmer stomach, Lars decided to try his hand at standing up. A little wobbly, but enough to 


get him out of this awkward situation James still sat on the bathroom floor with his head bowed. 


"Hey, Lars, about last night." James began softly. Before he could continue, Lars stopped him. He didn't want to 


hear whatever bad thing James would come up with. 
"Don't worry about it. Let's just pretend it didn't happen, okay?" 
James' sky blue eyes met his for a split second. "Okay," he replied. 


And that was the end of it. For a long time. 
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After a little band meeting that was a long time coming, three members of Metallica decided that the fourth's 
time was done; this fourth member was, of course, Dave. He'd proven time and time again that he couldn't be 
trusted and seemed to go out of his way to be an outsider, and they had become fed up with it. The plan had 


been perfected and a new guitarist lined up, Kirk Hammett was his name and he was from Exodus. 


It was going off without a hitch. The only bad parts were the small pangs of guilt that all three would feel 
from time to time. It was inevitable, as they watched the curly-haired guitarist climb into Dave's old seat in 
the van or retire to his old bedroom at night. However, the guilt melted away when they simply thought of all 
the trouble Dave had brought them. Kirk was just about his polar opposite; he was humble where Dave was 
arrogant and kind where Dave was always picking a fight with somebody. All three of the band's remaining 
members had a fondness for Kirk, but none more than Lars. And that was where the problem lay for James. 


Since the two had met, James and Lars were inseparable. They did everything together, made all of their 
decisions together, and could barely stand to be apart for more than a few days at a time. For James, he was 
a saving grace. When everything in his life looked bleak, that crazy Danish guy came crashing in and changed it 
all. When James had no one else, he was there. He had become a crutch for James, almost as necessary to 


survival as water; he was James’ only friend. 


And before Kirk, Lars felt the same way about James. But their relationship was quickly changing and James 
found that he was no longer Lars' number one. As if his insecurity wasn't bad enough before, he was starting 
to feel useless as well. He wasn't anyone's best friend, just another band member. That's how it felt, at least, 
when Kirk and Lars went out drinking without telling him, or sitting together and giggling about an inside joke 


James didn't know. 


He knew that he was partially to blame. He was too hung up on being "straight" and it caused him to push Lars 
away sometimes. He regretted the night a few months ago more than anything, but it was far too late now. It 

would make him look desperate, and that wasn't something James was willing to do. No, he was James Hetfield, 

and he was going to become a metal god. And metal gods certainly don't have feelings, do they? Of course not. 

They party and drink and get girls, not pine after other guys in their bands. He didn't need Lars to make him 


happy. 
That's what he had to convince himself of, anyway. 


"Hey, would you maybe wanna go out and get a drink with me tonight?" 


Lars had been carefully studying a page of James' notebook, filled and messy with lyric ideas that had been 
scrapped and modified. That was one thing that he'd never let anyone else look at no matter how they'd grown 
apart. "Sorry, but Kirk and | already had plans," he said, looking up at James. His face showed pity, and that 
pissed James off, even though he wasn't going to say anything. 


"Okay." James sounded strained and clipped, but that was better than taking it out on Lars with Kirk just a 
room away. He didn't want to butt heads with the new guitarist for a few reasons, including the fact that it 
would only bring Lars and him further apart. 


That look of pity stayed on Lars' face and James just wanted it to go away, just wanted Lars to stop caring. 
He didn't want sympathy; sympathy pissed him off because it was completely useless. He got sympathy when 
his dad left, but it didn't bring his dad back. He got sympathy when his mom died, but it didn't change anything. 
It wouldn't change anything now, either. 


"James, do you want to join us?" Lars asked. 


James was certain that it was another act of stupid sympathy and he wasn't about to give in to that. 


It took some effort to swallow the anger that had been building, making his chest feel tight and his head hurt. 
"That's alright. You guys have fun," he replied, sounding even shorter than before. He was gone before Lars 
could give a response. He just wanted to be alone, just wanted to go to his room, but there was Cliff, right in 


his way. 


"Why are you in such a hurry?" he asked. James could see the smoky haze coming from his bedroom and 
smelled the pungent aroma of weed that came with it. He was probably only out for a bathroom break, but 
James knew he wasn't getting past Cliff without telling him what was wrong. 


This wouldn't be the first time James would come to the older boy for advice; he had an air of wisdom about 
him unlike anyone James had ever known. As soon as he stepped into the room, though, he wished that he had 
led Cliff to his own. The smell was much worse inside the bedroom, and James found himself coughing on the 
smoke as well. Cliff gave a gentle laugh before turning on a fan to try and make it better. When James could 


finally talk, he said, "| need you to tell me what | should do." 


A smirk touched the bassist's lips. "Well, first, you should replace those sneakers. They're falling apart. And I'd 
start taking a shower more than once a week. Maybe get better at talking to chicks." His voice dripped with 


sarcasm. 


The room was finally clear of smoke, so James decided it was safe to get comfortable. He sat cross-legged on 


the floor. "Very funny. | need your help with Lars." 


Cliff looked at James thoughtfully. "Help? What kind of help could | give you with Lars? Like, you're best 


friends." 


"That's the thing. Since Kirk's been around, he doesn't wanna hang out with me as much. It feels like he doesn't 
like to be around me and | just feel kind of fucking useless. | don't have anything against Kirk, but it's like l'm 
losing Lars to him and | don't even know why." James had been so intent on staring at the wall that he didn't 
notice that Cliff was rolling another joint. 


As Cliff pulled a lighter from the table by his bed, he gave a reflective nod. "Yeah, | guess | notice them 


hanging out more. But you guys have only known each other for a year or so, right?" 


James mulled over the question, but found that it was easy to reveal everything to Cliff. "It's different 
though, y'know? Lars and me, we were together from the start. When neither of us had anyone else, we had 
each other. That's a bond you just can't find anywhere else. And now it feels like I'm losing him to someone we 
barely know. | don't have anything against Kirk, but it kind of sucks, | guess." He shrugged and tried to feign 
nonchalance, but he knew that Cliff saw right through it. 


‘| get it, man. | think you just need to talk to him about it, though. There's no other way to make it better 
than to just be out there with it," Cliff replied. He took a long drag from the joint and offered it to James, 
who, to Cliff's surprise, actually accepted it. 


James was quite obviously a little unsure about what he was doing and began to cough at first, drawing an 
amused laugh from Cliff. He handed the joint back, saying, "God, how do you possibly do that so often?" When 
his only answer was a shrug, James continued. "I can't be open with Lars about it. It's just..too much. | could 


never say it" 


"Why, though? I've never met two people that were so tight in my life. | thought you could talk about 
anything.” 


James hesitated for a few seconds, but knew that there was no better time to get it out there than right 


now. "| can't tell him because | think |.love him, Cliff" 


The friendship that Lars had shared with James for the past year and a half was..unique, to say the least. 
Lars was new to America, and it was different, so very different from Denmark. The food, the clothes, the 
weather, and especially the people. They were most intimidating of all, even to Lars, and he never had a hard 
time getting comfortable. But then there was James, his polar opposite. A tall, blonde, tan, California boy, shyer 
than anyone he'd ever met and equally as charming in his timidity. 


They were fast friends, clinging to one another when there was no one else to cling to. They quickly developed 
a perfect dynamic, and it took only a few months for the pair to become inseparable. Others came and went, 


but they were one fixed detail in all of the craziness that came with being in a metal band. 


People had always been puzzled by their friendship. James, shy, quiet, and reserved, paired with Lars, loud, 


outgoing, and arrogant? That just seemed like a recipe for disaster, or at least an ended friendship; but, no, 
everyone had it all wrong. The pair worked in perfect harmony. Lars never questioned their compatibility, 
because it had seemed to be there from the start. To him, it was completely normal. Everything about James 


felt normal, and comfortable, and right. And that was all that mattered. 


James had always been good for a flirtatious joke here and there; a slap on the ass of a ruffling of hair, a 
sweet call of ‘squirt’ or ‘pipsqueak'. But should anyone bring it up besides Lars, this loving behavior would 
disappear for a while. Slowly but surely, it would return, but James was touchy about it. Lars tended to brush 
it off as his usual shyness, but when he wouldn't even sit close in private, Lars realized how deeply these 
feelings were truly rooted in his friend. This was why, on that strange, hazy, drunken night, he was so 
uncertain when James’ face lingered so close to his own, eyes drifting back and forth between his own eyes 
and his lips. 


‘Fuck it; he'd thought. ‘I can kiss James. It's just for fun: 


Lars had been so, so wrong. And that was why, only half an hour later, lying in that bed felt like a trap. These 


feelings he'd once kept buried deep were now pushing at the surface, threatening to come out. 


And then, just like that, they were out. And rejected James always had been controlling like that. If James 
didn't feel the same way, he would flat out ignore that anything had been said at all. And although it was 
usually about something stupid, this time it meant something. This time, it hurt. 


Lars had felt lost for a while after that. James’ familiar jokes never had returned, and he had no one, until 
Kirk came along. He was Lars’ saving grace. If he couldn't have James, he'd have Kirk. It became easy to shut 
out even James’ casual, friendly requests when he had someone new to distract him. Why would he put 


himself with someone that could hurt him, anyway? He wouldn't. 
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Cliff was gone. He was gone and he was never, ever, ever coming back. The words rattled around in James’ 
skull and he could picture them in there, giving him this pounding, relentless headache. He knew he needed to 
drink some water, because his mouth was dry and he felt like puking, but his legs were too numb to get him 
to the faucet in the kitchen. There was a bottle of whiskey, or vodka, or god-knows-what on the floor next to 


him, but this morning, he couldn't even bring himself to reach for it. 


Had it really been a week already? It felt like only hours ago. The pain was that fresh, anyway. He felt like he'd 
been lying in this bed for centuries, on the other hand. No one had checked up on him for a couple of days, 
and he knew that Lars was still pissed that he wasn't ready to find a new bassist yet. 


That pissed James off more than anything. Cliff was his brother, he was family. He couldn't be replaced, just 
like that. James knew that a lot of band shit was business, but this was beyond that. This needed time to sit 


for a while. 


James knew he was handling all of this like shit, but he didn't know what else to do. This was just one more 
person to leave him behind. One more person that he'd devoted time, and love, and energy towards getting to 


know, only to have them snatched away. He wondered who would be next. 


His bandmates, probably. They already had him on the outs as it was. There went two more people he'd been 
with that he'd lose. Kirk, who introduced him to so much cool stuff and became the one levelheaded person 
around when he needed it most. And Lars. His former best friend, who probably didn't even like him anymore 


at all. But that's why they were probably going to kick him out anyway, right? 


James found that his eyes were all full of tears just because of thoughts he was making up in his head and 
he felt pathetic. Not pathetic enough to keep those tears from falling, though; not pathetic enough to stop 
those painful, racking sobs from shaking him to his core. 


It felt like hours later when James vaguely heard the sound of the phone ringing. He'd left it in the other room 
for a reason, he didn't want to hear from anyone. The hope that it might be one of his friends nearly roused 
him from the cocoon of blankets he had made, but it proved not to be enough. About six rings later, the 
house was filled with silence again. 


But then there was Lars’ voice, on the answering machine. 


"James, listen, | know you're having a hard time. We all are, and | just want to know that you're doing okay. I'd 
just like to hear from you," the voice said. James frowned at that. If Lars wanted to know if he was okay, he 
should come check on him. Simple as that. 


"IFs rough, | know. But | know we'll get through, too. And | know you are hearing all of this, so if you decide 


you want to see Kirk and me, you know where we are." And then it was over. 


He had hoped that hearing a friendly voice might make him feel better, give him something to be hopeful for. 
But now, he realized that he was wrong. It seemed that nothing could take away the numbness. 


Lars really didn't know what to do about James. Of course he wanted to help him, because they were best 
friends. At least, he still tried to consider them best friends. But this was uncharted territory. He didn't know 
how to deal with death very well, either, and especially not for someone that took it as hard as James. Besides 
that, they'd grown apart. He could no longer pull the arms-around-the waist-and-kiss-on-the-cheek thing, 
which had once worked so well, causing the blonde's face to flush red and his lips to twitch with amusement. 


This James that had somehow developed lately was not the one he'd once known. 


Deep down, guilt gnawed at Lars, because he knew that he'd been at least the partial cause of his friend's 
change from shy and sweet to cold and closed-up. When Kirk came, he latched on for the purpose of self- 
preservation. If James would only hurt him, then he would distance himself from that hurt. Lars was so 
caught up in his new friendship with the guitarist that it was too late to save James from the cynical and 
seemingly-emotionless person he had become. Lars hadn't even noticed until he was far, far gone. 


And now, here they were. Cliff was gone and everything seemed to be hanging by a thread. Lars hated to 
move on so quickly, but he knew that they needed a new bassist. Just the suggestion of it had sent James into 
a tailspin and he hadn't heard from him since then. He'd called, but got no answer. He was afraid of what he'd 


find if he visited and he hated himself for being too afraid to find out. 


Somehow, Lars found his mind drifting back to 1982, of all times. Tangled up with James in a twin-sized bed, 
barely enough to hold him and far too small for both of them to fit comfortably. Somehow, he could always 
vividly remember how it felt to be stuck against James in that tiny bed. So many thoughts had been racing 
through his head that night. When he really thought about it, it was the beginning of the rift that was slowly 
growing between them. Of course there were good moments, there had always been good moments. But they 
didn't make up for all of the bad ones in between. They would never make up for the fact that James needed 


someone more than ever and he wouldn't let anyone in. 


Cliff's face moved through a mixture of emotions following James’ confession to loving his best friend. First 
surprise, then contemplation, and finally knowing; Cliff's expressions usually ended with that wise look when you 
wanted his advice. It had a way of provoking both suspicion and comfort. 


"Here's what | say," Cliff had began. He took a long drag from the joint in his hand, drawing the moment out; he 
had a bit of a flair for dramatics. "What's the use in keeping it in? It only gets worse that way. You need to 
tell him, y'know? If I've learned one thing about you, it's that you always keep shit to yourself and then 
suddenly it's the end of the world when it all comes out. You don't want it to end like that with Lars." 


James felt warmth touching his cheeks at the bassist's analysis of his reactions; they were pretty accurate. 
Cliff, that's hard for me. Especially with Kirk here now. He never wants to hang out with me anymore. It 
seems like making some big confession would just look like a cry for attention or something, and I'm not a baby. 


| don't want Lars to fucking pity me," he said. 


The front door of the shitty little house was slammed shut and James took it as a signal that Lars and Kirk 
were gone for the night. He opened the bedroom door to air out the almost-suffocating room that they sat in, 
wondering briefly how Cliff wasn't dead yet. Cliff looked at him with mild amusement. "You can do whatever 
you want, man, but l'm telling you, if you tell Lars, you won't regret it. He's seriously got it for you, and that's 
something | know for sure," Cliff replied. 


| know. And that's just the problem," James mumbled, more to himself than anyone. 
Cliff shot a questioning look, but James shook his head in response. He quickly thanked Cliff for the talk and 


was then back in his own bedroom, contemplating what the bassist had said. Be open with Lars, he'd suggested. 
But James just couldn't do that. He could never do that. 
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If James were to be asked how he was possibly convinced to take auditions for a new bassist, he wouldn't have 
an answer. In fact, he'd barely showed up for a single audition at all, and the ones that he did come to were 
rejected almost immediately, much to the irritation of Lars. He didn't care. They all sucked, and they'd all 


continue to suck, because they weren't Cliff. 


This day wasn't any different from the other ones. Lars would call, James wouldn't answer, he'd listen to the 
message that said to be there at Il, and then he'd finally show up around | to reject a few more guys. Then, 
after about a half hour, he'd go back home, drink himself into oblivion and stare at the ceiling until he slept, or 
maybe he didn't even sleep and just stared into the darkness all night. Everything felt the same anymore. He 
hadn't felt much of anything for weeks now. 


Something wasn't quite right when James decided to make his appearance at the studio this time. The stranger 
in the room didn't seem to be getting ready to play, and was instead talking to Lars about..upcoming tour 
dates? James found himself interested in something for the first time in a very long time. 


None of the three others in the room seemed to notice James until he spoke. "What's going on?" he asked, and 


three heads turned to look at him, one confused, unfamiliar face and two guilty ones. 


‘Oh, hey, James. This is Jason. He's our..new bassist," Lars said reluctantly, gesturing to the shy-looking man to 
his right. His hair was chestnut-colored and curly, sticking out everywhere. He wore a Metallica t-shirt and he 
was looking at everything but James. 


Although he had started to think that the numb feeling would never leave, James was beginning to feel anger 
building up in his chest, pounding through his head and threatening to come bursting out at this stranger who 
was taking his friend's place. "Okay," James said quietly, through gritted teeth. If he opened his mouth any 
further, he wouldn't be able to control what he said. 


From the corner of his eye he saw Kirk taking Jason by the wrist. "We're going to go and, uh, take a little 
tour," the guitarist said softly. 


James turned to him and shot what must have been a terrifying look, because Kirk wouldn't even meet his 
gaze. “That's great, because | really need a word with Lars," he said. And just like that, Kirk was gone. James 


appreciated that about him; he always knew when to go. 


"James, | had to do this. You know that we had to move on, and we have to finish the tour and everything, and 


| didn't have any more time for you to sit around at home and do nothing like you've been for three fucking-" 
Lars was cut short with a yelp as James wrapped a strong hand around his bicep and dragged him into a little 


closet where he knew that Kirk and the other guy wouldn't be able to hear him yell quite so easily. 


"What the fuck gave you the right to go and pick out some new guy--some fucking imposter--without me?" 
James said quietly. Anyone that knew him knew that this quiet was a very, very bad thing. Lars stared up and 


him in shock, but knew there was no way to avoid the coming explosion. 


"James, Kirk and | did what we had to do to keep this band going. We can't continue without a bassist,” Lars 
said calmly, taking a few calculated steps back 


A wicked and terrifying smirk twitched at James’ lips. "You and Kirk, huh? Its always fucking you and Kirk 
these days. You make all the decisions, you spend all your time together, you get to choose who fucking 
replaces Cliff without even asking me? God, Lars, | can't even believe you anymore. I've seen right through you 
and him from day one, but this? | can't even believe this." 


Although he'd been formulating an explosion-proof response, something in James' accusatory words stopped 
Lars. "You've seen right through us how? What's that supposed to mean, James?" His safe distance was now 
being closed up, and had he been a few inches taller he'd be nose to nose with the seething blonde. 


A clipped and bitter laugh slipped through James’ lips. "Don't pretend you don't want to be with him, Lars. | 
know you two are..whatever you want to call it. Are you in a relationship, or just fucking?" he asked, hostility 


dripping from his voice. 


"What the fuck is the matter with you? Why would you say that? Just because you can't hold a fucking 
friendship doesn't mean you need to ruin mine. | tried and tried to be close to you and all you did was push me 
away! Don't you dare come in here and think that you have any fucking right to get pissed at me about this. 
And Kirk? You leave him the hell alone, or you'll never see me again, you piece of bitter, cynical shit. You might 
think | need you or something, but | don't. I'd probably be happier without someone as manipulative and fucked 
up as you in my life, actually. | don't know what happened to you, Hetfield, but you sure as hell aren't the guy 
| met five years ago." 


James was silent for a few whole seconds. Lars wasn't sure what he'd just said but he knew that there was 
no taking it back anymore. He expected James to have some equally horrible comeback, but instead, he found 


himself alone in the stupid broom closet, James was gone. He was really, really gone. 


Pangs of guilt mixed with leftover anger bounced around in Lars' head as he drove himself home. He'd managed 


a clipped goodbye to Jason and Kirk, and then excused himself quickly. That argument needed some time to sit. 


Although some of his words were true, Lars found himself stuck on the part where he'd said he would be 
happier without James and could leave him behind easily. He cringed at the memory of it. Nobody deserved to 


hear that, especially not someone with abandonment issues as severe as the ones that James had. Awful as he 


could be, that wasn't something that should have been said, Lars knew. 


His house was only a few blocks from James' own, though he had taken the long way so as not to pass it. He 
didn't know if he could stand to think about him so much, even though it was the only thing on his mind 
anyway. They'd purchased homes near one another with a purpose; after years of living together, they'd 
become accustomed to that sort of company. Living in a big, empty house could be lonely after four years of 
messy chaos. Lars had spent enough nights in James' house that he left clothes there, and James did the 
same. The memory would usually make Lars smile, but not now. The thought of James only came with the 


memory of his face a few minutes before: shocked and sad and maybe even devastated. 


A few hours at home to ‘cool down’ had proved almost entirely useless. Lars had tried to take a nap, which 
didn't work. He moved to cooking, but the smell of food made him nauseous. He picked up a notebook, but found 
that writing songs with a head too full of thoughts and a room too empty of James was nearly impossible. He 
eventually settled on pacing around the house for a few minutes, which led to the rash decision to drive the 


few blocks to James' house. 


There were a few things that weren't quite right when Lars got there, all of which he noticed immediately. His 
car was parked a little bit too carelessly, first of all. That wasn't really James’ way. Second, all of the blinds 
were shut, and they never were. James liked sunlight most of the time. Third, the door was still cracked open, 


and James usually made absolutely sure that it was locked and everything. Everything about it made Lars 


afraid of what he'd be met with inside. 


He went slowly at first. The steps leading to the house creaked just a little and so did the door, which Lars 
hadn't really noticed before. He first poked his head in, immediately being met with the rank smell of James in 
a depression: alcohol and many days of piled up garbage. As difficult as it was, Lars managed one word, the one 
word that he hoped would bring James around. "Jamie?" he called, feeling slightly stupid, but mostly desperate 


that James' most hated nickname would rouse him. 


Upon fully entering the house, he noticed piles of dirty dishes on the counter and clothing on the floor. How 
James had managed that, he couldn't say, but there were much bigger problems. Scattered along with dirty 
shirts and socks were bottles. That was scary. Lars always worried about James' drinking, but this was beyond 
anything he had seen before. This could kill James. And speaking of James, there were footsteps coming from 
where the bedroom was. Lars panicked a little, almost left, but stopped dead at the sight of him when he 


finally entered the room. 


"James," Lars breathed. He couldn't find any other words to say, too distracted as he looked his friend up and 
down. His hair was knotted, his eyes were bloodshot and his face looked blotchy like he had been.crying? He'd 


seen James in bad condition, but never like this. This was different somehow. 


Any of that previous emotion now seemed to be sucked away, though; standing in front of him, James looked 
completely deadened to any feeling at all. His eyes betrayed no emotion and the slouch in his posture was much 


unlike the James that Lars knew, becoming so charming in his newfound confidence. The shirt he wore, 


unchanged from earlier, was now stained with what looked like vomit and he didn't even seem to notice, let 


alone care about it. 


"What are you doing here, Lars?" James’ voice was raspy and small, so obviously drunk that Lars was a little 
bit alarmed, James usually held his alcohol fairly well, enough that you wouldn't know that he was anything 


more than a little buzzed when he wanted to seem sober. But this was serious. 


As Lars stood speechlessly, trying to formulate a response, James started to walk towards him. He was pulled 
from his thoughts as he watched his friend nearly take a spill, instinctively coming to his aid and bringing him 
to sit on the couch. "James, you're really drunk Why are you so drunk?" he asked softly; he wasn't sure that 


he really wanted the answer. 


James stared off with a contemplative frown for a few secords. He still seemed to be spacing off when he 
replied, "Because | hurt. And when | hurt, | wanna get numb. You know what its like." And then he turned And 
he smiled at Lars. It was the most heartbreaking sight he could remember seeing in quite a while. He found 


himself unable to look at James anymore, even as he sat down next to him. 

The overwhelming smell of vomit and hard alcohol assaulted Lars’ nose as he sat, but it barely registered as 
he tried to find the right words to say. "James, I'm really sorry for what | said to you earlier. | dont wish | 

didn't have you. | don't know why | said that. You're my best friend, you know? | don't want to not have you 

around. | don't know what | was thinking," he finally managed. 


James was quiet for a long time. Lars didn't know what to make of the silence. 


"Don't be sorry. It was all my fault that any of this happened in the first place." His voice was, for just a 


moment, incredibly sober. 

"What do you mean? Any of what?" Lars asked. He finally managed to look at his friend. 

The previous awareness that James had seemed to have a few seconds earlier was gone. He gave an 
exaggerated sigh and fell back on the couch. "This weird shit, between you and me. Me getting jealous of you 
and Kirk and all that shit" 


"Jealous?" 


"Well, yeah. You guys are always hanging out and | know you don't wanna be around me very much anymore. 


And | know why, too." 
Lars paused, fighting the urge to blurt out something stupid. "Why?" he asked gently. 
Again, James gave that sober look. His eyes looked huge, lying there and looking up at Lars. He looked like a 


younger version of himself. "Because of that night. That night that | pretended like | forgot what happened. But 


| never did. | pretended like | didn't have feelings for you either, y'know? ‘Cause I'm a huge dumbass sometimes. 


But you were, y'know, my first, for one thing. And for another thing, | liked you from the time we first met. 
But | didn't know what to do about it. Still don't know. That's why | never told you | loved you." 


Those words were trying to settle down in Lars’ brain but all they could do was keep spinning, making him 
dizzy and nauseous. Love was a strong word, especially for James. Especially about another guy. Lars knew he 
was drunk, but James was always an honest drunk, which must mean it was true. But it was so hard to 


believe that Lars decided that the only good option was to ignore it. 


"Um, | think that you're really drunk, buddy. Let's get you in bed, okay?" Lars couldn't keep the quiver out of 


his voice. 


James gave a sleepy nod in reply. As Lars stood up on shaky legs, he did his best to pull James up from the 
couch. The short walk to the bedroom felt endless as two pairs of unsure feet made their way there. Lars 
helped James gently down to his bed and managed to get him under the comforter, then propped up a pillow to 
keep his head a little higher. 


"Hey Lars?" James said softly, 
"What is it?" 


"lm gonna throw up again," he mumbled. Lars made a run for something that he could throw up into. He got 
lucky and found a bucket just in time. When James was done, he cleaned it out, mentally applauding himself for 


his handling of the situation in such weird circumstances. 


With the clean bucket and a glass of water in hand, Lars returned to the depressing little bedroom. As James 
had now drifted off to sleep, he finally had time to notice the bottles all over the room. It caused his stomach 
to turn cold. He sat down the items he had with him quietly and went about picking them up, also searching 
for the ones that hadn't been drained of their contents. He found quite a few. He knew that James would be 


angry, but he didn't care. This was dangerous. 


Before he left he went back to check on the blonde one last time. He looked peaceful, lying there. Until those 
baby blues cracked open to look at Lars, at least. "Hi," he mumbled. 


Lars found his lips twitching at the ends. "Hi. No more alcohol for you, okay? There's water and a bucket next 


to you if you need them." 


James turned his head to the side to see them. "Thank you. You're a good friend" Something in the way he 
was looking at Lars told him that there was something hidden in those words, and he was pretty sure he knew 


what it was. 


Lars gave a simple nod as he left his friend, and the room, and the house behind. Until he had closed the door 


to his own home behind him, he couldn't bring himself to answer James. 


"| love you, too." 
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The pounding was the first thing James could feel in the morning, before he could even feel the chill of the 
bedroom or the cries of his stomach to please let it empty itself of its poisonous contents again. 


The pounding was what caused James to even bother getting up. A drink could fix it, he supposed It could fix 
anything. He reached for the bottle under the bed; it was gone. He didn't remember finishing it off yet. James's 
brow furrowed in concentration as he reached again for the bottle, making sure he hadn't just missed it. It 


was gone, though. Now it was time to search the rest of the house. 


The floor was cold under James’ feet as he got up. He bent over to find some socks, which brought on an 
urgent wave of nausea that surely wouldn't make it to the bathroom. And that was when he noticed the 


bucket next to the bed. 


The first hazy memory of the previous night found its way into James’ brain: Lars giving him a glass of water 
and an emergency puke bucket, telling him to be careful and not to drink anymore. He wondered what else had 
happened in those terrifyingly empty gaps between their fight and that moment. Currently, James couldn't 


remember much of anything else about it. He really needed a drink. 


But the living room, bathroom, and kitchen were empty of bottles, too. For which there was only one 
explanation. Lars had taken them. Among other unknown things that had happened. 


James padded back into the tiny bathroom and was almost startled by the person looking back at him in the 
mirror. That person had bloodshot eyes and dark circles, greasy, tangled hair and a t-shirt covered in.dried 
vomit? That was a little much. He tore out of that shirt as fast as possible and flung it on the floor. "Fuck, | 
just want some fuckin’ alcohol. Dammit, Lars," he mumbled. He sank down to the floor and let his head sag into 


his hands with a deep sigh of resignation. 

"That's why | never told you | loved you," James was saying, last night, when he could never take it back. 
"I think you're really drunk, buddy," Lars was replying. Avoiding. Ignoring. 

It was a very good thing that James had seated himself so close to the toilet. 


So that was it, he realized. He had professed that stupid little feeling he'd been harboring for so long and that 
was how it ended. Lars had pretended it never happened. If that wasn't a sign, he didn't know what was. No 


more lovey bulisniT, no more secret Teelings, No more besT Triend STUTT. 
lovey bullshit t feeling best friend stuff. 


Lars didn't like him like that. So now, it was time to go into survival mode; rather than feel bad, feel nothing at 
all. Pretend that feelings never existed in the first place. 


No one could beat James at that game. Survival mode it was. 
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The studio was dead silent, much in the way it got quiet after a storm. Only James was the storm that had 
torn through the room, leaving three shocked and confused others to do nothing but sit there in a daze and 


watch him go. 


This seemed to be a common occurrence anymore. It seemed like after Jason came into the band, something 
shifted in James and turned him into someone completely different. Only little glimpses of the shy, sweet boy 
Lars once knew showed through, and it was so rare. It was as if a switch had flipped; one day, he was funny 
and kind and charming, and the next, he'd become a deadened shadow of that person, cold and uninterested. 


Lars wanted to say that he didn't know why it was, but he did. Not only had Cliff gone, their friendship had 


gone, Too, reverting to a mostly formal and surface-level connection 


Of course Lars regretted that his friend had turned into this stranger. He hated knowing that it was his fault, 
but he was still at a loss, four years later. Hearing the word "love" from James' mouth still didn't sit right and 
he didn't think that it ever would. But really, it didn't need to sit right. It was weird, and confusing, and a little 
bit unbelievable, but more than anything Lars wished that he could just go back to that night. 


He wanted to hug James and hold him and tell him that he loved him, that he always had. He wanted to kiss 
him and not care that he probably tasted like puke, to take care of him, to call him cheesy nicknames and 
make him blush. He just wanted to be with his friend; he wanted to make sure that James would stay the 


person that he was supposed to be, instead of the one he had somehow become. 


He couldn't. His time was up, and he was left with a James that would simply laugh in his face, or maybe 


worse. There was no room left in him for love and forgiveness. It had all been filled with a numb cruelty. 
Yes, it was far too late to change things. 
The room still seemed to be ringing with the sound of a slamming door. 


"Just shut your fucking mouth, Lars! For five seconds! Oh wait, you probably can't, can you? Your mouth 
never stops moving," James snapped. He was pacing back and forth, staring Lars down the whole time. 


"Yeah, it's not my fault you can't get your shit together and show up here on time," Lars spit back. 


James rolled his eyes. "You're not my mom, last | checked. I'll show up whenever the hell | want. This is my 


band." 


And with that Lars was on his feet, staring James down. "Your band? Did | hear you correctly? Because last | 
checked we formed this band together. And right now, you can't even show up for it. At least Jason and Kirk 


actually come here." 


The blonde gave a venomous laugh. "Jason and Kirk, Jason and Kirk. If they're so fucking great, why don't you 
go start a different band with them? You wouldn't get fucking anywhere," he hissed. 


"Well at least | wouldn't spend all day waiting for the overgrown child to grace us with his presence. Kirk was 
more mature at 20 than you are at 21. He never flakes out like you do all the fucking time." 


James stopped in his tracks. "Kirk. You and fucking Kirk again. He's just everything I'm not, isn't he? That's why 
you're a fucking fag for him too, isn't it, Lars?" 


"Did you just call me that? That's pretty funny coming from the guy who confessed his fucking love for me a 


few years ago." 


Somehow, the room was now completely silent. Gone was the James of a few moments earlier, rage-filled and 
indignant. His eyes were downcast and his mouth was set in a thin line. Somehow he seemed smaller. “It's not 


like it mattered anyway," he said quietly. 


Lars laughed bitterly. "Do you know why? Because you spent years convincing me that you didn't want me like 
that, James. Years. | tried so hard to be close to you and you just pushed me away. You fucked up. Not me. 
Even after you told me, you didn't do anything about it. You're a coward" 


It felt like years before James finally spoke again. "l.l know | am. You're right." His eyes met Lars’ for a 
moment. They looked glassy. "And I'm sorry. This is my fault, not yours." He turned away then, walking out 


slowly. Before Lars could say a word, the door was shut. 


When he thought back about what had happened, James couldn't really pinpoint where it all went wrong. But he 
had definitely not forgotten the feeling when Lars called him a coward, no matter how hard he tried to drown 
the memory in alcohol. Only the really shitty things seemed to stick around, James thought. 


The only thing that was making the whole situation any better was the notebook in his hand. Writing songs was 
as close to therapy as James would ever get. As much as it sucked to think about all of those stupid feelings 
he'd worked so hard to push away, the song would be good for him. More than for himself, though, for Lars. 
This was for Lars. 


For years now, the other boy had reached out to James, tried to help him, and to be there, and James pushed 
him away. All because he was afraid to love. Lars was right, he was a coward. But if it was the last thing he 
could ever do, he would make it up to Lars. He would prove that he wasn't a coward. And that's why he was 


writing a song about him. 


James knew that writing drunk could go two drastically different ways: it would either be really good or really 


bad. But he didn't even care. Even if it was absolute shit, it would be out. No more hiding. 


As James scribbled down lyrics much in the same messy fashion that he always did, memories of Lars came 
flooding back. Fond memories, mostly. He would've smiled if he didn't feel so miserable. To feel was a burden 


that he didn't like to bear anymore. 


Hours passed as James drained beer after beer. He didn't even realize how late it was when he had finally 
finished. It was far from perfect, but it was sincere. That was what mattered. He didn't even know for sure 


how it would sound, but he doubted he'd ever get the chance to play it, anyway. 


James was no stranger to driving drunk, and he figured it couldn't matter much at 2 in the morning, anyway. 


No one would really be around, and Lars lived close anyway. 


It was chilly now, James realized, as he stepped outside. The air had a specific smell, one that only seemed to 
appear at night. It was very different from the thick, alcoholic scent of his own house. He took a deep breath 
of it before he got in the car, still tightly clutching the sheet of paper. He drove with the window down, not 

caring enough to change the radio from the local college station It played a band he didn't recognize, some of 


that new stuff that sounded like punk, but with a different sort of edge. He heard it, but didn't listen. The 


drive felt like an instinctive reaction, so familiar that he didn't even think about it. 


And then he was there, parked on the street so no one would notice him. There was a light on in the house, so 
James snuck up to the mailbox. When he got there he realized that he hadn't signed the sheet of paper, but 
he knew Lars would know who it came from. He folded the it in half and stuck it in. 


James drove for a long time that night. He wasn't even sure how long. When he finally returned home, the 
first bits of gray light had started to show up in the sky. His head pounded and begged him to go to sleep. 
When he closed his eyes, he saw Lars reading the sheet of paper. James wondered vaguely what he would 


think as he drifted off to sleep. 


Lars finally willed himself to get out of bed at Il in the morning. He was almost proud of it. After a cup of 
coffee, he decided to step outside, to see if the weather was as nice as it looked. He wondered briefly if James 
had made it home okay as he went to check the mail. 
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There was a stack of envelopes in Lars' mailbox, which wasn't really unusual. But because of that, he almost 
missed the piece of paper neatly folded and pushed near the back. He wondered what it could be as he walked 
back inside. 


The sheet of paper looked a little rough: slightly wrinkled and obviously torn from a notebook. He unfolded it 
and glanced absently over it first, but stopped when he recognized the handwriting, shaky as it was. Lars 


braced himself for what he was about to read. 


At the very top of the piece of wrinkled paper were two neatly written words, the only two on the page: "For 
Lars." As if he'd needed any further confirmation that this was from James. 


The page was filled with scratched-out words, Lars noticed as he read slowly. This was, however, the least of 
his worries compared to the words. The James he knew didn't write about feelings or love or regret; he wrote 


about death and violence and war, among other things. But never anything like this. Never anything about Lars. 


By the time Lars had finally finished reading, he had managed to get teardrops all over the page and smudge 
the ink. He sat and stared at the paper for at least an hour, reading over and over again, hardly believing the 


words were from James. But he knew they must be; that sloppy print could belong to no one else. 


Lars realized that his legs were shaky when he finally stood from the table in the kitchen He steadied himself 
with a chair and managed to get to his front door before realizing something: he had no idea what he would 


possibly say to James. 


After nearly ten years of knowing each other, it had taken James this long to finally tell Lars the truth. Ten 
long, difficult years that Lars had to wonder how James really felt. But they were also ten years that Lars 
knew James had probably spent torturing himself. 


The truth was, Lars wasn't sure what he was going to do yet. But he was completely sure that he needed to 


see James right away, no matter how much the thought made him want to throw up or pass out. 


Lars felt a strange sense of familiarity when he walked up to James' house, finding the door slightly cracked 
open. It was just like the first time James had drunkenly confessed love. The thought made him a little 
nauseous. He let himself inside. 


The smell wasn't bad, like Lars had expected, although he could easily smell alcohol. He knew that James was 
probably sleeping, but it couldn't wait. He walked quietly back to where the bedroom was to find a fully-clothed 


James spread across the bed, hair fanned out across a pillow. He hadn't changed clothes since the day before. 


"James? James." He was quiet at first, but no reply came. "Hey, James, wake up," Lars said. The sleeping blonde 


stirred and started to sit up. Lars found that he was holding his breath. 


Two bleary eyes finally peered over at Lars. "What are you doing here?" James rasped. Ten years later and he 


still had the same sleepy voice. 


Lars found himself hesitant to speak. "| need to talk to you. About..yesterday. And about what you wrote," he 
said softly. 


At this, James sat up straight. "About what | wrote," he repeated. 
Lars gave a slight nod. "Um, yeah. If that's okay?" 


"Sure. | honestly..didn't expect you to bring it up. Or talk to me again, at least not for a long time." James ran 
his hands through the mess of blonde hair on his head in a futile attempt to tame it. 


"Well after you wrote that, how couldn't | want to? Besides that, | need to apologize about what | said to you 
yesterday. That was sort of uncalled for." 


James gave a shrug. "Not really. Everything you said was true. It was wrong of me to say that about you and 
Kirk, anyway. It's not your fault I'm an insecure bastard that can't keep his mouth shut," he said with an 


unsettlingly melancholic smile. 


Lars shook his head. "It doesn't matter. | shouldn't have said it, and I'm sorry. But | just.t really need to know 
about that song. Please. | know it's a touchy subject probably, but if that's actually about me, then | need to 


know why you wrote it" 


"| don't know. It just.came out. And | needed you to know. | wasn't expecting anything from it." James looked 
blankly at the man standing in the doorway, it seemed that all the emotions he'd felt the night before while 
writing the song had been drained away and only an empty shell was left. 


Lars moved to sit next to James on the unmade bed. As he got closer, he noticed the strong smell of alcohol 
that was on him. "Well, | want to know more about it. | really do. You've never really written anything like that 


before. l'm just confused," he said. 


James gave a slight nod, quietly replying, "Honestly, so am I. | don't know how | fucking feel. But everything | 
wrote, that was all real. I'm sure about all of that. And if you'd forgive me, Lars, if you'd have me, I'd try 


harder. | wouldn't mess it up again" He sniffed and managed a quick glance at Lars before returning his gaze to 


the floor. Suddenly, it seemed that he wasn't so emotionless after all. 


For a few seconds Lars considered James' words, at the same time taking in the sight of the man next to him, 
all disheveled hair and wrinkled clothes, sleepy eyes and scruffy face. He found himself surprised at what he 
said next. "| can't. After all this time, all the time | spent chasing you and trying to get you to want me, | just 
can't. The only time | got your affection was when you wanted to give it. It was always on your terms, never 
mine. All I'd ever wanted was for you to give me something. It could have been anything. But it felt like you 
just used me, for when you needed someone. You were only there when you wanted to be." 


The expression on James’ face shifted, but Lars couldn't tell what had changed. "I know. | did you wrong. But | 
just want to ask you to forgive me. | could be better. | could be what you needed, if you'd let me. That night, 
when we were younger, | felt the same way then. | was just afraid. And when | said it a couple years ago, 
same thing. | meant it. I'm just scared of it. | am a coward. But I'm trying to be a better person, someone 
worthy of you. And if you'd just forgive me, | could show you." His blue eyes, huge and watery, met Lars’, 
almost pleading. Lars thought he could feel his heart breaking in his chest at the sight of those eyes. 


| can forgive you, but | can't be with you, James. Not after everything. |.gave you so many chances. And | 
can't wait around anymore. I'm sorry.” Lars felt like he was going to vomit. He could hardly believe what he 
was saying to James, who had just poured his heart out, shamelessly and completely, just for him. He felt like 


a monster. But it was too late to turn back; his decision was made. 


And then, again, those eyes. Lars cursed them for making him weak. James never cried, not since Cliff passed, 
but here he was, with a single tear rolling down his cheek and a quivering lip. James was looking back down 


again only a half-second later. "| understand." His voice was surprisingly steady. 
‘I'm sorry." He willed James to look at him, just look at him. 


He regretted it when James looked. He seemed duller already. "No, I'm sorry. For everything. | put you through 
hell. But you don't have to worry about it anymore. It's out now, it's done. We can put it in the past." The 


monotone of his voice scared Lars. 


For a few endless minutes, they sat in total silence. Lars was beginning to feel suffocated, as though the 
alcohol-laden air had become thicker. He stood. "I'm going to go," he said quietly. It sounded deafening compared 


to the silence of the room. 


"Okay," James replied. He didn't lift his head or acknowledge Lars in any other way. He didn't even say goodbye 
as Lars walked out of the room, and then, out of the house. 


When he had finally gotten out, Lars felt relief washing over him. However, it didn't last long; it was replaced 
by overwhelming, suffocating regret. Regret for getting involved with James at all, regret for the things he'd 
said and done over the years, regret for his fear to make a real move, and now, regret for rejecting the man 


he loved, who had finally gathered the courage to love him back. 
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Another night in the studio with James, Lars acknowledged contentedly. Long after Cliff and Kirk had tapped out 
for the day, Lars would sit with James and fret over everything, little and meaningless or big and important. 
They had always enjoyed challenging each other and bickering about insignificant things like whether or not a 
chord needed changed or when the cymbal hit needed to be. 


Yes, tonight was one of those nights, the ones that Lars would pretend to be irritated about, but secretly love. 
And this night, he was particularly content. Snuggled up on a couch with a blanket around their shoulders and 
James' lyric notebook in hand, Lars didn't think he could ever possibly be happier. It was about as nice as a 


chilly night in Copenhagen could be when you were stuck working on an album. 


"Okay, squirt, listen. | know what you're gonna say, but we have to rearrange the drum part," James was 


saying, and Lars was only half-listening. He was quite caught up in how pleasant the moment was. 


"Aw, Jamie, do we have to discuss it right now? | like it the way it is." Lars looked at him with big puppy eyes, 
the kind that usually won over the frontman, who often tried to act tougher than he was. 


James rolled his eyes and tossed the notebook to the floor. "Fuck it. | don't care tonight. But it's just gonna 


mean extra shit to argue about tomorrow." 


Lars gave a careless shrug and pulled the blanket tighter around him. "Oh well. What else is there for us to do 
if not fight?" He laughed softly. 


Pressed against James, Lars could feel the slight rumble of laughter coming from his chest. "I dunno. We could 
try getting along, but that would just be boring.” 


"Well, we're not doing too bad right now, are we? | haven't yelled at you in.twenty minutes." Lars grinned up at 
the blonde and pulled his arm around his shoulder. James tightened it around Lars and drew him a little closer, 


in response. 


"That's true, squirt. That's true. Bet | could get you to yell at me right now, though," he said. Lars didn't like 


the mischievous smirk that had settled on James’ face. 


"Hey, what's that supposed to-" Lars was cut off with a squeak as James started to tickle his ribcage, the 
most ticklish spot he had; a spot only James knew about. "Fuckin stop it! James, cut that the fuck out!" he 


screeched, trying in vain to grab at the offending hand. Eventually, he managed to bring his knee up and shove 
it into James' stomach, distracting him long enough for Lars to get away. 


"Told you | could piss you off. And by the way, that hurt. Your knee is really bony," James said. He was 


gingerly touching the now-sore spot on his stomach where Lars' knee had jabbed in 


Still out of breath, all Lars could do was shoot him a glare. "You deserved it," he finally managed. "You know | 


hate being tickled." 


James gave a shrug and closed the distance between them again. "Don't be whiny. You're still alive, right?" He 


threw the blanket around Lars' shoulder. 


"| guess. But | still don't like that! We were just chilling out, but since someone had to go and act like a five 
year old, l'm all wound up now." Lars huffed and shot another death look at his friend. 


Only a second later, Lars felt James' arm pulling him closer, tucking his head into the crook of James’ neck. 


‘Oh, Larsy. Why are you so high strung? Just relax. | was just messing with you." 


Now this, Lars couldn't argue with. He snuggled his head deeper into that wonderfully warm spot between 
James' head and shoulder and closed his eyes. James smelled nice, like coconut-scented shampoo and a tiny hint 
of alcohol, mixed with something that was distinctly and indescribably James. Lars felt at peace with the 
familiar scent and tried not to seem as though he was inhaling it on purpose. "Yeah, | guess. This whole album 
thing is just stressful, y'know? | feel like we're under more pressure than ever after the first two albums. 


Before, there were no expectations to live up to, but now, people want it to be great. It's just a lot." 


James' fingers started to ghost across Lars' hair, and soon they were pulling through it gently. He sighed, 
saying, "I know it is, little buddy. But we've got this. We're Metallica, after all” He turned down to look at Lars 


for a moment with a cheesy grin that Lars couldn't help but smile back at. 


"We're Metallica," Lars repeated softly. "It is crazy, isn't it? We're making our third album now. And all because 
| put out some ad in the paper for a guitarist a few years ago and you called | remember thinking you were 


gonna be some weirdo based on your voice on the phone. You were so quiet." 


At the mention of how shy James was, his cheeks flushed pink. "Well you were so loud. Like, it was shocking to 
me how much you could actually talk. It kind of got on my nerves. But your tape collection was cool, so, | stuck 
around," he said. He smiled teasingly at Lars. 


Lars frowned. "You only wanted me for my tapes? After all this time, the truth comes out. That's hurttul, 
Het." 


"Aw, c'mon. | came for the tape collection and stayed for the little asshat that drives me crazy every day." 


James gave Lars' hair a gentle tug. 


Lars didn't say anything for quite a while after that; he didn't need to. All the stress, all the expectations, and 
all the deadlines had all gone away for a while. All that existed in the moment was James and him. The thought 
was so pleasant that Lars found himself drifting slowly towards sleep. The room seemed dimmer and dimmer 


and the warmth of James’ body against him was more and more inviting as he edged toward unconsciousness. 
"Hey, Lars?" 


The voice seemed to be coming from far away as Lars was slowly dragged back towards being awake. All he 


managed was a small, inquisitive noise, but it was enough. 


"I'm really glad we met. l'm not really sure where I'd be now, if it wasn't for you. After my mom passed and 
everything, | was really lost. This band saved me, | think” 


Those words seemed foreign to Lars at first. James didn't talk about that a lot. "I'm glad we met, too. | didn't 
know anyone when | moved to California and you really helped me out. You've been a good friend to me, even 


though l'm a pain in the ass sometimes." 


James was quiet for a little bit, then, but Lars was no longer tired "You're my best friend, Lars. You know 


that?” 


Lars looked up at the other boy when he said that, trying to read his face. He was staring out across the 
room, but he seemed not to be looking at anything in particular. Lars finally settled his head back against 


James' shoulder. "You're my best friend, too." 


"Wouldn't have it any other way, Squirt," James mumbled. Lars felt the weight of James' head on top of his 


own. 


"Neither would |." 


The lyric sheet in Lars' hand had been temporarily forgotten as he looked back on one of those nights in the 
studio, yet he still gripped it so tightly that a distinct crease was left. He wondered if that particular night 
could really have been 5 years before already: 1985. 


Something about it left Lars with a strange mix of warm, familiar nostalgia and stark, raw sadness. Nostalgic 
for the time he spent with James and sad for the fact that their relationship would never again be so pure 


and sweet. 


And why wouldn't it be? Because Lars had turned James away. And the more he thought about it, about all of 
those nights in the studio, James wasn't dismissive, or cold, or self-serving. It was pretty rare for the shy, 
reserved blonde to let anyone touch him, but to allow Lars to practically lay all over him? That was practically 


unheard of, for other people. And yet Lars was constantly doing it. 


The memories started to flood back, many just as vivid as the night in the studio. Lars was cuddled up with 
James, Lars was sleeping in his bed, Lars was getting a piggyback ride from the taller boy, who had always 
enjoyed having a tiny friend to tote around. 


Behind that wall of fragile masculinity was a loving person; a person who had been showing his love in all the 
ways that he could. A person that desperately craved affection that he would barely allow himself to have. A 


person that couldn't even accept himself and the love he had been trying to show. 


So, Lars wondered, why had he always expected James to accept him so easily? He had never really thought of 


it before this moment. 


However, there was another side, the side that Lars was blinded by. There was a James who was cold and 
dismissive, who didn't want to touch, talk to, or be near Lars. He had a short fuse and he didn't forgive easily. 


He could be accusatory and hateful. 


This was the James that had driven Lars away; the one who had kept Lars from being bolder, because the 
fear of losing him completely was too great. This James exuded confidence and bravado, a masculine energy so 


aggressive tnat iT scared Lars away. Inis James Knew no Teeling, no compassion, and no patience or 
9g that it d L y. This J k feeling p d no pati 


understanding. 


It was a wonder that these two different people could somehow reside in the same body, considering how vast 
the differences were. One sweet, kind, and gentle, and one intimidating, unforgiving, and cold. One kept alive by 


friendship and one created by loss. 
The sheet of paper in Lars' hand was now well wrinkled and smudged, he had been holding it too tightly again 
As his eyes once again scanned the lyrics, Lars knew one thing for certain: the good James that Lars knew 


was still there was trying to find his way back, and he had been the one to push him away. 


The thought was slightly sickening to Lars. 
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With the label demanding a new album came a lot more responsibility, Lars had come to realize. There was no 
skipping a day of recording just because he felt like shit. He absolutely had to be there. Kirk and Jason couldn't 
make the big decisions on their own, after all. They had deadlines to meet. They had obligations. 


Showing up the day after James left those lyrics, though, was more difficult than any day Lars could 
remember, aside from the weeks after the bus crash. He didn't want to see anyone, and he especially didn't 


want to see James. The likelihood of him actually showing up was very small, though. 


So Lars went to the studio. He looked like shit and he felt like shit, but he wasn't about to abandon his 
responsibilities. He even got there nearly on time, which felt like a miracle, no matter how much being late 


would have driven him crazy on a different day. 


It took Lars a few seconds for the sight in front of him to register when he stepped through the door, 
though. Jason sat in a chair with a bass magazine, looking bored and tired. Kirk was on the couch with his 
guitar, practicing what looked like a solo, based on his concentration. And next to Kirk was James, showered and 


sober and about as put together as possible, with his own guitar. 
Kirk looked up first. "Hey there. Someone's a little late today, huh? What happened?" 


Still surprised at the sight of James, Lars barely managed a reply. "Just got stuck in some traffic, | guess," he 
said absently. 


"You guess?" Jason raised an eyebrow at Lars, which only earned him a quick death glare from the drummer. 
He turned his eyes back toward his magazine, choosing to stay quiet. This was obviously an issue between 


James and Lars, and he didn't want anything to do with it. 


Lars watched as James glanced in Jason's direction. "Stay off of his case, Newkid," he warned gently, then 
looked back down at his guitar. It was so normal; it would have been on any other day, at least. At the current 


moment, Lars found it to be nothing but alarming. 
Bringing up any of the things that had happened seemed not to be in Lars’ best interest, so he didn't say 
anything. As much as James' behavior worried him, it was better than him not showing up at all. Better than 


him sitting at home and destroying himself. 


The drum tracks were mostly finished for the current moment, so Lars only needed to be in the studio to 


help oversee things, he remembered gratefully. He didn't think that he could handle recording anything, as he 
had barely made it to the studio that day. Jason was also mostly finished up, which left only some guitar 
tracks and vocals, which wouldn't come until last. It was time for Kirk to do some takes first, which left Lars 


alone with James and Jason. Those two certainly weren't going to be making friendly conversation. 
Until they were. "What are you reading?" James asked the bassist. He put his guitar down 


Jason looked up at him in near surprise. "Oh, me? Just a bass magazine. There's an article in here about, like, 
the best bassists from the jazz era until now. It's pretty cool," he replied Lars could see the cautiousness in 


it; Jason was good at sensing tension, and it was running high. 


The look of interest on James’ face puzzled Lars, who had finally taken a seat on the other side of the room. "I 


didn't know you liked jazz, Jase," James said. 


This is what really confused Lars. James called Jason many things, including Newkid, Newfuck, and on especially 
good days, his actual last name. But never just Jason. And never, never such a normal, comfortable nickname 
as Jase. Not that Lars had something against Jason--he wanted James to get along better with the bassist-- 


but there was something wrong about it. 


Through the time he had spent worrying over it, he missed a lot of their conversation, which mostly consisted 
of Jason gushing about jazz bassists. He only caught the end of what Jason was saying: "Well, now that you 
basically know the history of bass in jazz, l'm going to go grab some coffee." He heard the pause, and it 
sounded nervous. "D'you wanna come with me?" he asked James. Lars braced himself for the harsh teasing 


Jason was sure to get. 


However, his response was unnaturally polite. "I would, but | want to talk to Kirk a little about some of these 
guitar tracks. Thanks for the offer, though. And the history lesson Maybe some other time?" James looked at 
Jason with a kind sincerity: head slightly tilted and apologetic smile on his lips. Something was still gone in his 
eyes, though. 


Jason was beaming; it was almost embarrassing to watch. "Well, yeah. Sure. I'd love to some other time. I'll, um, 
be back later. See you, James," he said. Then he turned to the other side. "Bye, Lars." And the door was closed 


behind him. And Lars was left, once again, with James. Alone. How perfect. 


As soon as Jason was gone, the previous interest and friendliness seemed to drain from James face almost 


instantaneously. He picked his guitar back up and began to absentmindedly pick at the strings. 


For a while, Lars didn't know what to do. He simply sat quietly and watched the other man play his guitar. It 
lacked the usual emotion that James always seemed to convey through his music; Lars couldn't put a finger on 
what it was, but something was missing. He tried, still, to find the courage to speak; it was a rare problem for 


the drummer, whom James often called a loudmouthed brat. 


Finally, he cleared his throat, which was a start. James glanced up for a second, but then looked back down 


Lars cleared his throat a second time, which earned him an irritated look, but James still focused his attention 


back on the guitar. 


"What's wrong with you?" Lars finally blurted. That got his attention, the guitar now rested on the floor again, 
leaned delicately against the couch. 


James gave Lars a look of confusion. "What do you mean? I'm totally normal. Look, | even showered. You can 
sniff test me if you need to." This sort of joke was a normal one for James, but it lacked something, Lars 


knew. 


"Don't play stupid, Hetfield. I've known you for almost ten years now. | know when something isn't right. And | 
mean, how could everything be right? After..you know" Lars crossed his arms and attempted the piercing 


stare James often gave to him when he wanted honesty. It seemed not to work the same magic, though. 
James only shrugged. "No, I'm really fine. Don't worry about it” 


After a quick glance around, making extra sure no one could hear, Lars moved to sit next to James. "Listen, l'm 
really sorry about what happened. | shouldn't have just rejected you like that. | know it takes a lot of balls to 
say what you said and | didn't do a very good job of handling it," he said quietly. 


"Oh, c'mon. It's not a big deal. I'm really not upset. I'm over it, really," James replied. His voice was strange; if 
you didn't know James, it would sound very sincere. However, to Lars, it sounded only flat and hollow, like a 
cheap imitation of the James he knew. 


"Don't do that. Please? | still have questions for you. | want to know more about your song.” Lars gave him a 


pleading look, hoping that it would strike something in James and make him drop this act. 


For a moment Lars thought it had worked, as a tinge of pink touched James’ cheeks. But then, he was just 
shaking his head again. "No, that was just a bunch of bullshit. I'm sorry | hit you with all that. | was so drunk. | 
don't know what | was thinking. Please, just forget about it. I'm ready to move past that, like you said. What's 
the point of being upset if nothing's going to change?" 


Lars paused when James said that. He was afraid to let James in, but he was also miserable like this. Seeing 
James miserable only added to the difficulty of it all. He knew that continuing this way wouldn't really do 
anything for him. 

"What if.what if it did change? James, | do want to be with you. | made a mistake yesterday." 


The pause that followed was unbearable; it felt like centuries. "Lars, hey, really. I'm over it. I'm fine. We're best 
friends, and that's plenty. I've come to my senses. Let's just drop it" 


Before Lars could protest, Kirk had poked his head into the room. "Hey, James, | wanted to ask you about this 


part. Can you come here really quick?" James was on his feet immediately, seeming grateful for an out. He 


disappeared into the recording room with Kirk, leaving Lars alone with his thoughts for a while. 


For some reason, Lars was having a hard time figuring out why James was behaving the way that he was. It 
wasn't like him; he had so many self-destructive tendencies, and he didn’t take rejection well. He wanted to 


believe that James was actually handling it well, but there was something that wasn't right about it. 


And then suddenly, it hit Lars all at once. James was not okay, in fact, he was far from it; he was probably 
dissociating. Lars had seen it in the past, when something disappointed him, he ignored it and acted like he didn't 
care. When a girlfriend dumped him, he acted like she never mattered anyway. Even when Cliff passed away, 
for a while he just acted numb to the whole thing. The worst part was, Lars knew that he was torn up inside. 


Keeping it locked away only made it much worse. 


Lars was scared. For the first time in quite a while, he felt helpless. James had locked him out, and it was only 
a matter of time before he took a turn for the worst. The scariest part of all was that Lars had caused it, 
and now there was nothing to be done. As long as James was keeping himself locked up tight, Lars couldn't get 
in. 
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James knew that Lars was onto him from the moment he set foot in the studio, but he just couldn't bring 
himself to care. He felt like a deadened version of himself; deadened to caring, deadened to feeling, and deadened 


to other people. 


He couldn't really remember the day; that one day he spent being productive. Since then, he'd spent a litle 
over a week at home. That day had taken all of his energy away. Just to see Lars, be near him, was 
exhausting. To know that he could never have what he so desperately wanted simply crushed him, and he didn't 


know if he would ever find his way back. 


And so he sat on the floor with a beer can in his hand, one of countless others. It was the only thing he had 


energy for. To shower, or eat, or do anything else felt impossible. So instead, James only drank. 


For a few days at first, his bandmates had called, or knocked, but eventually they gave up. James didn't blame 
them. He had proved himself before to be someone who would go off the grid when he felt like it. 


The problem was, James usually saw a rebound ahead of him. This time, it felt so final. The only thing he'd 
ever really, truly longed for in life was to find someone who he loved and who loved him back. And he'd had it. 
It was right there. But he had waited too long, and now it was gone. 


Resignation and numbness soon covered the grief and loneliness he felt. Soon, James found, accepting a life like 


that was worse than the pain could ever be. 


One day at the studio had seemed to be all James could handle. After that one day, Lars hadn't seen him again. 
At first he'd tried to brush it off, to tell himself that James would get better, but it only seemed to be 

getting worse and worse. Kirk and Jason had both called and gone to check on him multiple times, but he never 
answered; he never gave any implication that he was okay. After a week of this, Lars had become concerned. A 


few days more and he was truly afraid for James. 


Lars knew he was being ridiculous. He was afraid to see James, his best friend, whom he'd known longer than 
anyone, except for his actual family. He knew that it was because he feared the state James might be in, but 
when it came down to it, that didn't matter. He needed to apologize, and to try and right his wrongs once and 


for all. No matter how hard it might be to break down James’ walls, he wasn't going to give up now. He would 


never give up again. 


It was strange and almost funny to Lars how often he'd made this trip to James' house. Sometimes it was so 
careless, so normal, and other times, it felt like life or death. This time felt like the latter more than ever 


before. 


Even though knocking hadn't gotten Kirk or Jason anywhere, Lars tried that first. After about five minutes of 
knocking and calling James’ name, though, he started to get impatient. Beside that, the already-darkened sky 
had started to produce raindrops. It started as a few sprinkles, but was on its way to becoming a steady 


drizzle. 


"James? | know you're in there. Please let me in. It's raining," Lars pleaded. Still, no reply came. Lars finally 


couldn't wait any longer and decided that he would just go in However, the door didn't open. It was locked. 


Lars cursed under his breath. James had obviously decided to be difficult this time, which showed how much 
he wanted to be left alone. This wouldn't keep Lars away, though. "I'm staying out here until you let me in, Het. 
And its raining pretty hard. l'm just gonna sit here and get soaked if you don't let me in” 


After another minute of nothing, Lars sunk to the ground and took a seat on the steps. He wondered if James 
would ever let him in. He wondered if James was even okay, if he was conscious. If he was alive. And that 


thought was what drove him to pound on the door again. 


"Let me in, James. l'm worried about you. | just want to see you. | want to know you're not laying on the floor 
in there dead or something. Just let me see you for five seconds and then I'll know." Lars knocked until his 


knuckles had turned bright red and raw. 


Something Lars said must have roused James, he realized hopefully, as he heard a few little movements from 
inside the house. He stepped back from the door when he saw it start to move and relief washed over him; 


James was okay. 


Only James’ head poked out through the door, staring at Lars emotionlessly. "Here | am. I'm not dead. Are you 


happy now?" 


Lars was concerned immediately by the sight of his friend His eyes were dull and his hair hung down in limp, 
greasy tendrils. His face was ghostly pale; it looked like he hadn't seen the sun in quite a while. And Lars knew 
that this was probably true. "How long has it been since you've come outside?" he asked. 


James reluctantly opened the door a little further and stepped out. He seemed not to even notice the rain, 


which had gotten steadily worse. "I don't know. When were we at the studio?" 


This confirmed Lars’ suspicions. He pushed past the taller man and into the house. "C'mon, | need to talk to 


you," he said. He did his best to ignore the smell James had acquired, a mix of alcohol and sweat and a lot of 


other unpleasant things. Unfortunately, the whole house had developed a similar scent. It was harder to ignore 


when it was everywhere. 


"What do you want from me? | don't want to do this," James said quietly. His face was dark and half-obscured 
by his hair. He picked up a beer can that wasn't quite empty and took a long swig from it before tossing it 


across the room. 


Lars watched with an expression that seemed like concern. "I want to apologize to you, for being a dick. | didn't 


give you a fair chance." 
James held a hand up to stop him, shaking his head. "I already told you, I'm over it. | don't-" 


"Just stop it, okay? I've known you for longer than anyone else has and | know that that's bullshit. Fucking 
bullshit, James. | know you're fucked up, and honestly, | am too, and | want to make it right. But to really make 
it right we have to talk about this. And we have to start where it all started. We have to start at the time 
that we slept together. Ten years ago." Lars sighed, finally silent. He watched the other man as he processed 
the words Lars had said. 


James refused to look up. For a long time, he stayed quiet. "You were my first, y'know. | didn't know what the 
fuck | was doing," he finally mumbled. It was so quiet that had there been any other sound in the house, Lars 
wouldn't have heard it. "And | remember it all perfectly. | said | forgot, but thats a lie. | remember every 
fucking thing that happened that night. | even remember how your deodorant smelled. It was cheap." 


Finally, a pair of blue eyes faced Lars' own They were solemn and calm. James sat on the couch, and Lars 
found himself following close behind "I guess | said | forgot because | was just scared. | was a kid. We were 
both just kids. And | never thought I'd be with my friend, who was a guy. It's just not the way | was raised, 


and it fuckin’ freaked me out." 


"But, James, you're not religious. So why did that matter?" Lars asked. He hadn't meant to sound insensitive, 
but he feared that it came off that way. He watched as James rubbed a hand across his stubbly face and 
sighed. 


‘It doesn't matter. Ever since | was little, | had two parents just pounding it in my head. If you have sex before 
you're married, you go to hell. If you use medicine and see doctors, you go to hell. If you're gay, you go to hell. 
They made extra sure | knew that last one. There was nothing worse. And besides that, they would be so 
disappointed. And, | don't know. | can't explain it. My parents weren't like yours, supportive and loving and shit. 
All they cared about was religion. And it doesn't matter if I'm not anymore, it just.it fucks you up." James 
paused for a shaky breath. "Realizing how | felt about you, it made me feel like a failure. To my parents, to 
god, to everyone. | always felt like | had to be some big, tough, super straight guy, but I'm fucking not, 


y'know?" 


Lars felt a lump forming in his throat just hearing James talk this way. He only nodded; for once, he couldn't 
find a single word to say. 


Before he spoke again, James paused to breathe for a moment. "When we did that, | just felt lost. | didn't know 
what | had done and it scared the living shit out of me. Although, don't get me wrong. | wanted it. | fucking 
wanted it since we met. | just never thought I'd have to face it as a reality. And when | did, it scared me too 
much. And | ran away. Because I'm just a coward. | can't face my feelings, so | just hide from them. | always 
have. The way I've felt about you for like, ten years now, it's always terrified me. And so | try to keep it 
pushed away. But sometimes | can't. And every time | slip up, | feel like | need to get further away so 
something doesn't happen. It's stupid, | know." 


"It isn't stupid. | understand now. | never knew that you felt that way," Lars said quietly. He watched James 


carefully. His face was turned down, away from Lars, again. 


"Well there's a reason you didn't know. No one knew. | just can't help but bottle shit up, because sometimes | 
just fucking feel so alone. After what happened with my parents, | didn't think | was ever going to trust anyone 
again | had it all planned out. | was going to be alone forever and never let anyone in, because that way | 
couldn't get hurt. And then you came along, little fuckin’ foreign kid with the big mouth. And | don't know what 
it was. But you were my only friend. You were the only thing | had” 


By this point, Lars' eyes were filled with tears. "James." he trailed off. The other man stopped him. 


"No. Just give me a minute. | wanna finish before anything else." James paused for a moment before finally 
meeting Lars’ tearful gaze. "Sometimes | still feel like you're all | have. You've been the one constant in my life 
all these years. You do everything for me and | can't begin to thank you for that. | know I've fucked up, like, 
countless times. I've been awful to you. And yet you still come back, you drop everything for me, you put me 
before you. And for a long time | never thought anyone would care about me that way. But you do. You were 
there at my lowest lows, when no one else wanted to see that. And what l'm realizing now is that, that's love. 
Its been here all along, slapping me in the fucking face and l'm just too stupid to realize it. So thank you. You 
have done more for me than anyone else ever has. You don't owe me anything, but you still come back. | can't 
even tell you what that means. And that's all I'll say about it. You don't have to stay here, Lars. | just want 
you to be happy. So just live your life how you want it. Don't let me get in your way." James' eyes had slowly 
drifted back down to his lap, staring at his hands. A curtain of blonde hair masked him again. 


"Don't be fucking stupid, Hetfield Do you really think | don't want you around? Sure, I've done a lot of shit for 
you, but I'd do it all again in a heartbeat. Just get over here," Lars said softly. He opened his arms, slightly 
afraid of the reaction he might get. Only a split second later, though, a pair of arms were wrapped lazily 
around his neck. Lars was almost startled by the quickness of it, but soon, he had wrapped his own arms 


around James and pulled him a little closer. 


‘lm sorry it took me so long to do this. lim sorry I'm such a pussy. | took ten years just to get this far,” 


James mumbled, voice muffled against Lars’ chest. He tightened his grip on the smaller man. 


Lars used one hand to start brushing through James' hair, trying his best to ignore its tangles and greasiness. 
"Oh, Jamie, it's okay. It doesn't matter. It's still ten years we spent together," he said softly. 


James sniffed, and soon Lars could feel him trembling slightly. "But all | would have had to do was say 
something. | had you right there. You told me you liked me, and all | could do was say that you didn't. That was 


horrible." 


"Don't focus on the past, okay? We're here now. | love you," Lars cooed. His voice had quickly become the one 
he had always used to soothe James when he had a nightmare or an anxiety attack He ran a hand gently up 


and down James’ back in an attempt to calm him down. 


"But I've made you wait so long. | don't deserve you. You said so the other day. | pushed it too long." James 
took a hitched breath and looked up at Lars, with wet eyes and a drippy nose. For once, Lars couldn't even 


bring himself to care about the wet spot on his expensive shirt. 


Lars just shook his head, pushing James' hair away from his face. "No, min skat. No. | wasn't thinking when | 
said that. And now, | know why you were how you were. It was hard, yes. But | understand. And | forgive you 
for it. | don't want to focus on the past, because we have so much time to move forward. If you're ready for 
this, so am |," he said with a gentle smile. When he saw the smile beginning to play at James’ lips, he leaned 
forward to plant a kiss on his cheek. 


As soon as Lars pulled back he noticed the change in James’ face. His eyes were filling with tears again and the 


smile was gone. Immediately Lars was worried for his friend, who had finally seemed to be getting better. "Hey, 


what's the matter?" 


"| don't even know. There isn't anything wrong. | don't know why I'm crying. This is so fucking dumb," James 
said. Tears began to stream down and stain his cheeks. "I guess it's just finally hitting me, y'know? All this time 
I've been torturing myself over trying not to love you and now it's just.its finally over, and I'm so relieved. 


But I'm really scared, too." 


Watching James cry wasn't quite unfamiliar to Lars, but it felt particularly difficult this time. The only thing 
he wanted to do was stop it, and before he knew what he was doing, his lips were pressed against James’. At 
first, James seemed frozen in place and Lars feared that he'd made a mistake, but after a second James' 
mouth started to move with his. James' hand rested gently on the back of Lars’ neck and brought him closer 
with a delicateness that Lars didn't think the blonde possessed. 


After the initial surreality of kissing his best friend wore off, Lars started noticing the smaller things: the way 
James' fingers brushed gently over his neck and through his hair, the slightly unpleasant taste of alcohol in his 
mouth, the way that he kept unknowingly leaning closer and closer and forcing Lars to lean back. The drummer 
found each and every little part of it endearing, despite what other people might think in the same situation. He 
finally found the will to pull back and look at James again; he was dirty, obviously unshowered for a number of 
days, and exhausted. It was also fairly clear that he hadn't been eating by how easily Lars could feel his ribs. 
But Lars couldn't help but marvel at the sight of him. He only saw bright blue eyes and the smile that had 
finally returned to light up that beautiful face. 


"Hey, beautiful. What are you smiling at?" Lars asked softly. He knew James would be flustered by the name. 


As Lars had suspected, a soft blush had soon spread across James' cheeks. He frowned a little, replying, "Don't 


call me that. It's embarrassing." 


Lars pressed a soft kiss into James’ forehead. "I know it's embarrassing. But you kind of like it, don't you? Just 


a little bit, min skat. | can see it on your face." 


Although James only gave a dismissive eye roll, the redness of his cheeks stayed. "Maybe just a little. But you 


can't tell anyone," he whispered. 


"| won't tell. | promise." Lars pecked James‘ cheek again, but before he could pull back he found that James had 
seized his lips in another kiss, not quite so gentle and shy as the last. Strong hands soon gripped Lars' thighs 
and before he knew it, lifted him into James' lap. This, Lars realized, was closer to the James that he knew, 
confident and slightly demanding, in a charming sort of way. 


Lars managed, reluctantly, to pull back from James’ lips again, searching for a new target. He quickly settled on 
James' neck, peppering light kisses across it and savoring the little shivers and quiet moans he gave. Kisses 
soon turned into bites and Lars stopped to admire his work when he noticed the tiny splotches of purple on 


James’ neck. 


The singer was breathless, staring at Lars with an unfamiliar expression. "Why'd you stop?" he asked softly. 


Lars only shrugged, reaching to run his thumb across one of the bruises that had formed on James’ neck. 


"| don't want to embarrass you. These aren't going to go away by tomorrow and we need to be getting back to 


work. People will see you." 


"| don't care. Just don't stop," James said. The look on his face was completely irresistible; it was needy, almost 
desperate. Lars had never seen James let go of his pride like this and he knew he wouldn't argue with another 


thing the blonde said. 


With a soft kiss against the hollow of James’ throat, Lars nodded at James. "Okay. | won't stop." His fingers 
slowly sank down to the hem of the shirt James wore, dirty and wrinkled. "Can | do this?" he asked. James 
nodded silently and lifted his arms as Lars pulled the shirt over his head. It was quickly cast aside and Lars' 
kisses found their way to James’ collarbone as he pushed him back for better access. 


Lars." James whispered his name with a shaky voice that caused a warm feeling to settle in the pit of his 
stomach. It made him dizzy and the desire to cover James in kisses grew stronger. He devoured every inch of 
skin, from his chest and ribs down to his stomach. Even though he knew that the bones were too prominent, 
he decided against mentioning it like this. There would be time to feed him and care for him later. The only 


thing currently on his mind was making it to the growing hardness in James’ pants. 


Before James even seemed to notice it, Lars had positioned himself so that his knee was between James' legs. 


With only the slightest touch, a loud groan slipped out of his mouth. Lars smiled with satisfaction at the sound 
and tried to ignore the tightness in his own jeans. "How's that?" he mumbled. 


The only response James gave was another moan, but his hips had started to push back against the pressure 
of Lars’ knee. The sight was too much for Lars to bear. He slipped down lower and hooked his thumbs around 


the waistband of James’ dirty sweatpants. 


"Can |?" Lars asked. James nodded in reply. His breath was heavy and he seemed to be watching Lars in 
anticipation. Slowly, he began to slide the pants down over James' hips. Then he went for the boxers, just one 


more layer and then all of the tension that had been building for so long could be released, once and for all. 


However, before he could go any further, something stopped him. James’ voice had changed from its previous 
desire. Now, Lars heard only fear and uncertainty. 


"Wait, Lars. | can't do this. We need to stop." 
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Lars could almost feel his stomach drop at the sound of James’ voice. Immediately he backed away from the 


other man, apologies flowing out of his mouth before he could even think straight. 


"I'm so sorry. | thought you wanted to do this. | shouldn't have. This is all my fault. | should have been patient," 
he rambled, running his hands across his face. He couldn't bring himself to look at James, who had managed to 


sit up and get his sweatpants back on fairly gracefully. 


"No, just listen," he replied quickly. "You've got it wrong. | just need to go a little slower, okay? This is all just a 
lot all at once. Let's just take our time." He looked at Lars shyly and pulled his knees up to his chest to hide his 


very visible ribs; somehow, it had just now started to embarrass him. 


Still in his head, Lars kept rambling apologies. "It's all my fault. | pressured you into it and you felt like you had 


to. | didn't mean to use you. l'm so-" 


James finally cut him off. "Can you just listen to me for once? I'm not mad. And it's not like. like | don't want 


you. | just don't want it to be over so fast. | don't want to mess it up this time," he said softly. 


For a few quiet second, Lars simply looked at James; matted hair, scruffy face, and a sickly pallor that told 
him that James hadn't been taking much care of himself for the past few weeks. "Okay. | understand. l'm sorry 
| wasn't listening to you," he replied. He knew if he was going to convince James to shower and eat it would 
have to be slowly and carefully. He scooted up close to James again and ran a hand through his now-brownish 
hair until it got caught in a tangle. James winced slightly at the pull. "We can take it as slow as you want. But 
baby, | think it would be more fun if it was kind of like a date, don't you?" 


James gave an inquisitive look. "A date? What do you mean?" He didn't look quite pleased by the idea. 
"Well, maybe | could cook us a little something. And since that'll take a while, maybe you'd want to freshen up?" 


Realization suddenly dawned on James and soon heat rose to his cheeks. "Shit, do | smell that bad? | guess | 


kind of forgot. Am I..do | gross you out?" He looked slightly horrified by the idea 


Lars quickly shook his head in an attempt to get the idea out of James' head. "No, of course you don't. You 


could go months without a shower and I'd still want to kiss you, min skat. But you'll feel a lot better if you 
clean up and eat a little something, don't you think?" 


James gave a slight nod, but he didn't say anything; he seemed to be thinking. "Do you think we could go to 


your house? | don't want to be here anymore," he said. There was a little bit of timidness still in his voice. 


‘Of course we can | have clothes for you and everything. And | just got a few groceries, so | can make food 
for you, too," Lars replied with a warm smile. He stood and offered James a hand to help him up too, handing 
him his rumpled t-shirt that had been tossed on the floor a few minutes earlier. 


"You're the best. Thank you, squirt." Even though he used the teasing name, Lars could see the sincerity in his 


expression. He gave James’ hand a gentle squeeze and led him to the car. 


"You don't have to thank me for a thing, Jamie. Is there anything in particular that sounds good to eat? | will 
make anything you want. | mean, as long as you keep it simple. My cooking skills aren't that great," Lars said 


with a soft laugh. 


James shrugged and a thoughtful frown settled on his face. "Anything you have is fine. You don't need to cook 
at all if you don't want." He turned to look out the window as they passed by all the same familiar buildings. 


"Don't be silly. OF course | want to cook for you. But | can make it a surprise if you like." Lars reached over to 
squeeze James' hand and felt his heart swell at the simple gesture of James returning the favor; even with 


everything that had already happened, something about it made it all feel even more real. 


After a peacefully quiet end to the ride, Lars finally arrived at his own house, which he was sure James would 
find pleasantly clean and comfortable; he commented often about how much he preferred to stay away from 
his own home. He gestured toward the master bedroom, saying, "Well, as you know, the bathrooms through 
there. If you want the nice bathroom, anyway. I'm assuming you're not going to sleep in the guest room." He 


gave James an almost mischievous smile that caused the singer to blush. 


"| was assuming the same thing," James replied. He gave a slight smile and let himself into the room before 


closing the door behind him. 


Before he could stop himself, James found that he was looking around the bedroom. In all the time he had 
spent at Lars' house, he had never done more than glimpse this room in passing. The walls were gray and 
there was a window near the bed that sat in the middle, containing too many pillows for one person and a very 
expensive comforter. The room overlooked the nice neighborhood around them and the pinkish-orange color of 
the setting sun shone through the window. There was a lamp on the bedside table and James could swear he 
felt his heart warming at the little framed picture of Lars and himself that was next to it. He wondered in 
that moment just how hard this had all been for Lars, too. The smaller man had certainly tried to reveal his 
feelings on that very first night and James could only assume they'd never disappeared. He did his best to 
force the guilt down and focus on the present, but something about the thought of Lars fearing unrequited 


love for nearly ten years made him feel wrong. 


Finally able to tear himself away from his thoughts, James padded through the door that led to the master 
bathroom. It held all of the luxury James would expect for his friend; heated floor and fluffy towels and fancy 
shower fixtures. It definitely beat taking a shower at his own house, even though he knew he could have all 
the same things if he wanted to. He quickly stripped off his dirty and wrinkled clothes, leaving them in a small 
pile. 


Before he stepped into the large shower, James peered at his body in the mirror. He was skinny and pallid, 
utterly disgusting to himself. He wondered how Lars could possibly want him as he ran his fingers gently 
across the small splotches of reddish purple that had bloomed across his chest and neck. It wasn't hard to 
bring himself away from the sad reflection staring back at him and step into the shower. 


It took James a few tries to get the temperature just right, but he finally got it how he wanted it. For the 
first time in days, he felt good again He scrubbed the dirt and sweat and tears out of his skin and washed the 
grease from his hair, taking his time and making sure to cover every inch. By the time he was finally finished, 
his skin was almost red, a mix of the water's heat and his hard scrubbing. The slight sting didn't matter, 
though. For the first time in days, he felt clean For the first time in years, he felt whole. 


As soon as James disappeared behind his bedroom door, Lars stepped into the kitchen to search frantically for 
something he could actually prepare. For James' own comfort he had acted calm and capable, but cooking was 

far from a strong suit of his. Luckily, he found a box of pasta in the back of a cupboard and knew everything 
would be alright. By the time the pasta was boiling, Lars could hear the shower and he assumed it would be 


sate to step in and leave some clean clothes for James. 


The guest room dresser would contain any clothes James had left with Lars and he was happy to find that it 
contained everything James would need: a t-shirt, clean sweatpants, and all the way down to a pair of boxers 
and some socks. He folded them all into a neat litte pile and quietly entered the bathroom, careful not to 

disturb James. He picked up the discarded dirty clothes on his way out as well and did his best to ignore the 


smell. 


By the time he had finished getting James’ clothes and putting the dirty ones away, the food was just about 
ready. He could only assume that James would be just about finished in the shower, so he scooped it into two 
small bowls and got James a glass of water. Even though he might argue, Lars knew he needed to drink water 
and he would do everything he could to make that happen. He sat the food at the kitchen table and waited 
somewhat impatiently for James to appear. Somehow he already missed the blonde, even though it had barely 


been fifteen minutes. 


Just as Lars had suspected, James was ready only a few minutes later. He emerged from the bedroom with 
the clothes Lars had gotten him and his hair twisted into a towel in a way that had always made Lars laugh. 
Already, the pale and sickly color had started to go away. Lars always had believed that a hot shower could fix 


a lot of things, and it seemed to work wonders on his friend. 


"Are you ready for some food?" Lars asked with an amused smile. He was still focused on the towel that 


James had wrapped his hair in 


"Sounds good to me," James replied. He sat across from Lars and looked at the bowl in front of him. "I knew 
you wouldn't try anything more complicated than this." He grinned teasingly and Lars didn't even put up a fight, 
that smile was enough to make him happily take the teasing. 


Lars was happy to find that the pasta was still pleasantly warm as he took a bite. "What can | say? I'm not a 
very good cook. But | think it turned out fine." He shrugged as he twirled another bite around his fork. "By the 
way, that glass of water is for you. You need to drink it.” 


James dramatically rolled his eyes in response. "Okay, mom. Whatever makes you happy." He made a show of 
taking a long drink from the glass and raised his eyebrows at Lars as if to ask if that was good enough. The 


drummer gave an approving nod. 


It was strange to Lars, watching James eat so carefully. For once he had finished first, James was not often 
bested in the category of eating quickly. It was obvious that finishing the food was a bit of a challenge for him 
this time. 


"You don't have to eat it all if you can't handle it. | just wanted to get a little something on your stomach so 
that you wouldn't get sick," Lars said gently. 


"No, | can do it. | want to. | just need to take my time. | haven't really eaten anything in awhile, so it's 


different." James seemed embarrassed by this. He wouldn't quite meet Lars' eyes and he was very focused on 


the bowl in front of him. 


After a few seconds of watching James look at the bowl and hesitantly bring another bite to his mouth, Lars 
slipped out of his chair and went to sit in the one next to James. "You don't have to be embarrassed, baby. 
Take all the time you need," he said with a soft smile. He reached up to wipe a little bit of sauce off of James’ 
cheek with his thumb. 


James nodded silently and gave a grateful look that Lars could barely resist. Instead of doing anything to 
distract him, he only reached for the singer's free hand, giving it a tight squeeze and rubbing his thumb 
across the palm. The blonde seemed to relax at the feeling and Lars continued to repeat the action until he had 


emptied the bowl. 


"Okay, I'm all finished now," James said. He seemed to be a mixture of proud and embarrassed. Lars found it 


adorable. 


‘lm very proud of you. How do you feel now?" Lars asked He gave James' hand a tight squeeze and an 


inquisitive look. 


Before James answered, he squeezed Lars' hand back. "I feel a lot better. Eating helped a lot. So did showering. 


Thanks." He gave a small, crooked smile. 


"No need to thank me, Jamie. | wanted to do it. | want nothing more than for you to be happy and healthy." For 


a few moments, a comfortable silence fell between them; nothing needed to be said. 
It was James who finally spoke again. "Do you still have a guitar here? An acoustic?" he asked. 


After thinking for a few seconds, Lars nodded. "Yeah. Why, do you need it? Are we going to write or 
something?" He was reluctant about the idea. He knew that trying to write was the last thing James needed to 


put his mind on. 


"No. | have something to play for you," James replied. He started chewing on his lip. Lars just nodded and went 


to go and retrieve the guitar, which was really James' anyway. 


"Do you want to go sit on the couch? Its more comfortable," Lars suggested. He stood holding it and waiting 
for James' response. He only got a nod as the other man stood up and began walking there, suddenly leading 


the way. 


Impatient as ever, Lars was unbearably curious as to what James had to play. It took all of his willpower not 
to ask any questions. When they were both settled on the couch, Lars handed the guitar over and just waited 
for James to do what he did best. 


It began with a very melancholic riff, one that Lars didn't recognize, but it still felt familiar, it felt like 
something personal somehow. It remained slow and sweet as James’ rich baritone began to accompany it. For a 


few seconds, Lars was so caught up in the wonderful sound that he didn't even recognize the lyrics. His lyrics. 


Before Lars could stop it his mouth had dropped open and his eyes were glassy with tears. After reading them 
on paper, he had never imagined those words could hold so much more meaning this way. Lars knew that 
James had seen his realization by the half-sad smile that had formed on his lips as he sang. It took everything 


bit of willpower within Lars not to cry and he still came close a few times. 

Finally the song had finished, and James gently leaned the guitar back against the wall, looking so unassuming 
and sweet that Lars couldn't even stop from from throwing himself at James. He latched his arms around the 
singer's neck and placed small kisses all over his face before nuzzling his head against James’ chest. 

"You are so amazing. | love you so much. | didn't even know you had music for it. It's beautiful," he said. 


James simply shrugged. His cheeks had turned hot. "I just wrote what | felt. That's all." 


"IFs incredible. Just like you are. That's probably my favorite song you've ever written" Lars finally looked up 


again with a smile. 


James was almost smirking at that. "You're a little biased, aren't you?" he asked. He cocked an eyebrow slightly. 


Lars returned a frown. "I don't think so. I'm the biggest fan of everything you write. Get that smug look off of 


your face." 


After holding the quizzical expression for a second longer, James' face melted into a warm grin and Lars 
marveled at the beauty of it for only a few seconds before he found himself kissing James again It felt 
different than it had before; James seemed confident in a different way, and besides that, his mouth no longer 
tasted of alcohol and vomit. It was pleasant and almost arousing for Lars to inhale the sweet scent of James’ 
skin with his own soap on it. The only thing still bothering him was the towel wrapped around James' head. He 


broke the kiss just to ask about it. 
"Are you just going to leave that there?" Lars gestured to the towel and James reached up to touch it. 
"My hair is still a little damp. It keeps my shirt from getting wet" 


Lars rolled his eyes and began to tug at the tightly wrapped towel that sat on top of the blonde's head. "Oh, 
come on. Let me see that pretty hair, baby," he said sweetly and with a pleading look that Lars hoped would 


win him over. 


Hesitantly James pulled it off and threw it on the floor to reveal his clean and shining golden locks, still just a 
little bit damp from the shower. Lars couldn't resist the urge to run his fingers through it. "That's better. | 
can't take you seriously with that damn thing on your head" 


"But now you can, huh?" James raised an eyebrow with a slightly seductive look as he leaned in to kiss Lars’ 
neck. He managed to hit a sensitive spot on the very first try and before the smaller man could help it, he let 
out a soft whimper that let James know this. He sucked on the small patch of skin and grazed over it with his 
teeth until it had turned a deep shade of red nearly equal to the ones that now peppered James’ own body. 


"Oh, for fuck's sake..don't do that to me if we're taking it slow for the night," Lars mumbled. His voice was 
weak and he tried in vain to keep from letting his mind wander. He shivered at the feeling of James’ hot breath 


on his neck. 


"Who said anything about taking it slow for the whole entire night?" James had Lars' earlobe between his teeth 


a second later, tugging on it and making the drummer gasp. 


When James pulled back, there was something familiar in his expression and Lars wasn't quite sure why he 
recognized the look for a few seconds. And then, everything hit him at once; this was the same expression he 


had after their very first kiss. The same expression as during their very first time, ten years ago. 


The familiar heat had returned to Lars' stomach almost instantly and though he wanted to be somewhere 
more comfortable than the couch, his knees were too weak to move him. But the James before him was not 


the weak and shy man he had seen earlier. This James was confident and bold, Lars could see it all from the 


fire that danced in his blue eyes. 


"We shouldn't do this on the couch. Let's go to the bedroom." Lars didn't even have to tell James what he 
wanted, because he somehow seemed to know. He was soon cradled in James' strong arms on the short 
journey across the house and to the large bedroom. James kicked the door open and gently placed Lars on the 


bed. Lars watched expectantly as James laid down beside him and for a moment, everything just stopped. 


There was no urgency, no all-consuming, judgement-clouding lust. There was simply the two of them, watching 
one another. Lars stared into curious, sky-blue eyes and James into smiling green ones. And that was all that 
there was. Lars found it almost scary how similar those blue eyes were to the first time this had happened, 
in a creaky twin-sized bed in a tiny bedroom in a shitty house that they had shared. But there was something 
else that had been missing before, besides the money and the comfort. The love wasn't quite there yet, and it 


was finally here. 


Lars reached for James’ hand, just to give it a squeeze, and was startled when he felt James pulling him close. 
He was straddling the taller man's hips now, and both of his hands were held in James’. "You know, I've never 
gotten the chance to tell you how pretty you are," he said softly. He continued to gaze up at Lars with adoring 


eyes, which made him blush and almost look away. He had never felt so shy around James before. 


‘lm not pretty. But you are, min skat," Lars replied. He leaned down to press a kiss against James' nose and 
before he could sit back up, James had captured his lips. Somehow, that was all it took for the sense of 
urgency to return Lars fumbled with James' hands for a few seconds before bringing them down to rest on 
his hips. He only left them there long enough to give them a quick squeeze before they started to roam 
across the expanse of Lars’ chest and eventually under his shirt. The feeling made Lars shiver; James had 


never touched him like this before. 


It was James who finally broke their kiss, and any trace of hesitation he might have had was simply gone. His 
eyes traveled over Lars with an almost hungry expression that once again caused heat to rush to the 
drummer's cheeks. With one final shred of his usual humor, James softly asked, "May 1?" He was obviously 
referring to the t-shirt that seemed to be getting in his way. Lars just nodded, barely having any time to 
respond to the cheesiness before the Deep Purple shirt was pulled over his head and tossed to the floor. 


In a shocking display of upper-body strength, James managed to sit up with Lars still sitting in his lap. Lars 
didn't have time to question what he was going to do next when James started kissing a line across his 
collarbones, mixing in small bites as well. He couldn't keep from shivering at the sensation when it slowly slipped 
down his chest and his breath hitched when James’ mouth found his nipple. 


All Lars could manage was a soft cry of James’ name and a few muttered curses in Danish as James took it 
between his teeth and tugged gently. Lars let go of a breathy moan when he started to suck on it. It was no 
secret that somewhere between the first time they had done this and now, the blonde had become quite 
skilled with his mouth. His kisses were no longer sloppy and shy, and at the moment he had turned Lars into a 


shivering mess. 


Finally, James had decided to be merciful. He took his attention away from Lars' chest and looked up at him 
with a sweet uncertainty that seemed to appear out of nowhere. "Is this okay so far?" he asked. Lars didn't 
even need to think about the answer. 


"God, you kill me. Yes. Of course it is. Don't worry about a single thing, baby. | want this if you do," he replied 
He was surprised he could even form a coherent-sounding response; he felt as though his brain was about to 


explode. Or maybe his pants. Or both. 


James nodded. "I want it," he whispered. He bit his lip and Lars could feel his self control slipping further and 
further away. 


"You're wearing too many clothes." Lars frowned slightly for a few seconds. James had soon pulled off his shirt 
in one fluid motion, so quickly that Lars couldn't say anything more. He noticed the little purple and red 
splotches that covered James' body and felt a small sense of pride for his work He didn't have much time to 
admire it before James' mouth was on him again, nipping and kissing and seemingly trying to mirror the marks 
that covered him. "Fuck, | want you," Lars panted. He felt almost dizzy with the sudden need for more. 


James didn't even miss a beat. Never looking up from the spot on Lars’ neck he was working on, he took hold 
of Lars' hip to hold him steady and started to slowly grind against him. Lars was desperate for more, so he 

started to push back against James in turn. The blonde let out a low groan that shot heat straight into Lars’ 
groin and he knew that his now-painfully tight jeans wouldn't stay on much longer. 


"Baby, please. | need you," Lars pleaded. The neediness in his voice drew James’ attention. He looked up at Lars 
with lust-clouded eyes, pupils blown. He ground his hips into Lars‘ even harder, with a painfully slow pace. 


"Please what? What do you need?" The singer's voice had become deep and almost raspy. He had gone still and 
Lars was just about to protest when he noticed that James' fingers were toying with the zipper on his jeans. 
With agonizing slowness, he pulled the zipper down and then undid the button; Lars knew what he wanted when 
he started tugging on the waistband so he lifted himself up just enough for James to slide his jeans and 
underwear down his legs. With slight clumsiness Lars pulled them the rest of the way off and let them fall to 
the floor. 


For a few seconds, Lars was a little bit uncomfortable being so exposed, but the feeling disappeared when he 
felt James' hand wrap around his cock. He moved up and down with a slow pace, and the pad of his thumb 


rubbed across the tip. Lars let go of a loud moan as James gradually increased his pace. 
"You like that?" James whispered against Lars' ear. Lars shivered when he kissed it. 


"Give me more," Lars whimpered. He pushed his hips into James hand as hard as he could, seeking any 
gratification he could get. He wondered how James possibly had so much self control; he wanted him to lose it. 
"Fuck me," he mumbled. He looked right in James' eyes and knew right then that he was going to get what he 
wanted. 


Something in James seemed to shift suddenly. The hungry look returned full force and for a moment Lars was 
almost nervous. "Is that what you want?" James asked quietly. His voice was unnervingly calm. Lars nodded. 
‘Okay, baby. You're calling the shots." He reached around and gave Lars’ ass a hard squeeze that made him 
jump a little. Then he flipped them over. 


Lars was so mesmerized by just looking at James on top of him that he barely registered two of James’ 
fingers pressed gently against his lips, waiting to be allowed in. He took them into his mouth and sucked for a 
few moments, making sure to leave behind a generous amount of saliva; he knew where it was going, after all. 
James, too, seemed much more experienced. Where Lars had needed to guide him through every step the first 


time, he knew exactly what to do this time. 


After James had seemed to decide that he was ready, he moved down to sit between Lars’ legs. After giving 
Lars a quick glance to make sure he was ready, James pressed one finger in slowly and started to move it 
around a little. Lars took in a hitched breath. "More, Jamie," he mumbled. James didn't know how much he liked 
to hear Lars call him the nickname until that moment. He pushed in another finger and started to push them 
in and out, savoring every quiet moan Lars gave. After a few seconds of searching, James found Lars’ 
prostate. At first he just barely brushed against it, and it was enough to cause the smaller man to buck his 
hips up and let out a high-pitched whine. 


‘Oh, fuck. Please, James. I'm ready. | want you," he whimpered. He looked up at James with the most irresistible 
expression and James knew he couldn't wait any longer. All of the control he'd been displaying was simply an 


act, after all; his cock was achingly hard and his brain was fuzzy with desire. 


"I just remembered, this is going to hurt you if you don't have lube." James looked at the smaller man 


apprehensively. Part of him still saw Lars as delicate and he didn't want to hurt him at all 


The amused look Lars returned almost surprised him. "Top drawer, min skat. 'm always prepared" James 
looked, and sure enough, he had it. He wondered briefly how many guys there had been between their first 
time and this time. The relief of finally freeing himself from those pants was a much more pressing matter, 
though. He pulled them off with a speed that he didn't think he possessed, but in the name of keeping a little 
romance alive, he peeled his boxers off a little more slowly, watching Lars’ reaction. He was still a little bit 


self-conscious. 


James could only estimate how much lube he needed, so he just squeezed a little onto his fingers and decided 
to see how it went. Just to slick himself up, to run his hand up and down his length, was enough to cause an 
involuntary moan. He didn't realize until then that Lars had been watching him do it with a slightly feverish and 


impatient look on his face; James knew how much he hated to be kept waiting. 


"Okay, | don't know how much you've done this, but if it's anything like last time it might hurt," James said 
warningly. He pushed Lars’ thighs far apart and positioned himself between them. 


"You're not going to break me. I've done it. But making me wait any longer is definitely going to make me 
explode. Fuck me," Lars said. The slight whine in his voice made James stop questioning him. He rubbed the tip 


of his cock teasingly against Lars’ hole just to make the drummer whine and beg for a few seconds, but he 


didn't last long. All that he wanted was to give Lars what he wanted. 


Cautiously, James pushed in just the tip, and he felt Lars tense slightly around him. The sensation was just as 
amazing as he remembered; being with a woman could never compare to this. Aside from that, this was 
someone that he loved. This beautiful man really wanted James, was giving himself to him, and that was 


enough to make it worth it. "You okay?" he asked softly. Lars just nodded, 


"Give me more," he replied. His accent was thicker and for some reason that shot heat straight into James’ 
stomach. Slowly he pushed in more and more until he was finally all the way. Watching Lars all the time, he 
started with slow, even thrusts. Lars gave a low moan and James felt his ankles wrap around his waist to give 
him better access. He started to move with a faster, harder pace and eventually he found that sweet spot 


that made Lars make all the best sounds. 


"Oh, fuck. want it harder," he whined. He looked up at James with pleading eyes that made the blonde feel 


almost dizzy. He slammed against the spot over and over again. 


"How about this? D'you like it, baby?" James couldn't stop his moan. He tightened the grip he had on Lars’ 
thighs and pushed in as hard as he could Lars gasped and cried out James’ name in a way that was almost 


enough to make him come right then. 


"Come here, Jamie. | want you," Lars whimpered softly. James softened up his pace a little bit to go easier on 
Lars, who was shaking beneath him. He lowered himself down and let his forehead bump against the smaller 


man's. 


James pressed a soft kiss against Lars' temple and found himself reaching out for his hand to give it a 
squeeze. Lars caught his lips a second later and kissed him for a few seconds. "I'm close. I'm going to come," 


Lars whispered. His voice was shaky. 


"Then come for me, baby," James mumbled. He started to thrust hard into where he knew Lars’ prostate was 
and he let a hand slip down between them to lazily stroke his cock. James felt him start to tense up as his 


moans became more and more desperate. "C'mon, babe," he mumbled. 


"J-Jamie.l'm going to-" Lars was cut off with one more hard slam into that spot, his orgasm ripping through 
him and ruining any capacity he had to speak. He came into James' hand with a loud moan and tried to roll his 


hips against the singer's hard and desperate thrusts, knowing he was close, too. 


It only took a few more seconds before James took in a hitched breath and attempted to say something. 
Whatever it was, he never managed to get it out. With one more hard thrust he came, calling out what 


sounded something like Lars’ name. 


Obviously exhausted, the first thing James did was collapse right on top of Lars for a few seconds, not 
seeming to mind the sticky mess at all. He caught his breath eventually and managed to pull out, and then he 


seemed to be on his way off the bed, much to Lars’ dismay. 
"Where are you going? | want you to stay here," Lars said. James turned around with a perplexed frown, 


"We're filthy. Don't you want to clean up?" he asked, gesturing to the sticky mess of sweat and semen that 
was on both of them. 


Lars shook his head. "No. | just want you." He weakly reached an arm out for James to come back, and after a 
few seconds of contemplation he was laying next to Lars again. 


They were both quiet for a little while then James still seemed to be catching his breath, but his fingers 
pulled through Lars’ hair gently. Lars was still caught in a daze about the fact that, once again, James was 


next to him in bed. 


‘| love you," James finally said, breaking the peaceful silence. Lars didn't mind. He turned his body so that he 
could face James and gave him a warm, indulgent smile. 


"And | love you, too, min skat" Lars reached to tuck James hair behind his ear; he wanted to see both of his 
eyes. 


| want to be with you for the rest of my life." 
"You will be. I'm not going anywhere. Don't doubt that for one second” 


James didn't say anything more, and really, there was nothing more to say. His eyes said it all. They smiled at 
Lars, they gazed at him with such adoration that Lars thought his heart might burst. It was everything he 


had ever wanted and so much more. 


Lars could remember all those years ago, how wrong everything had felt. How it was to be pressed up against 
James in that tiny bed. How a tight anxiety had settled in his chest. And in this moment, none of that existed. 
Nothing about this was wrong, in fact, everything was right. He watched James look at him as he'd refused to 
do so many years ago and realized that finally, after so many years, this man he had fought and comforted, 
laughed with and cried with, hated and loved, was his. And that was all he'd ever wanted: to call James his. 


